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First Taste 


Author's Notes: 
A ship | never wrote before but | thought it could be fun to give it a shot for once. Just something simple 
and fluffy, hopefully not complete cheesy shit, haha. Enjoy and leave a review if you like! :) 


‘She was bloody marvelous, | don't think | ever got such good head from a bird! Like, she fucking swallowed me 
whole like it was no big deal, you know?" 


Steve felt his cheeks heat up as Dave went on to rave about last night's escapades at the pub meeting some 
lady named Pamela who was apparently a prodigy in bed. The bassist uncomfortably squirmed in his spot on 
the bed, strumming and messing around with his bass to try to keep his focus on something else. It wasn't 
that he minded listening to Dave per se, it was just that he knew exactly where this conversation was going, 
and it would put him on the spot again. Dave would be waiting expectantly for him to share something in turn, 
to say something about any interesting sexual encounters he might have had. It was times like these that 


Steve wished he actually had anything to tell. 


‘And her tits were bloody insane, mate, couldn't fit the sodding things into my hands, the blonde continued 


shamelessly, making grabby motions with his hands to emphasize what he meant and Steve ducked his head, 
nodding half heartedly. ‘You know what | mean, eh? When they're just so bloody huge you can't even properly 
squeeze them: 


The bassist swallowed hard, sinking deeper into the mattress at the far end of the bed where he was settled 
with his legs crossed, bass perched neatly across his lap. He wished Dave would just stop talking about what's 
her name and go back to jamming, they'd been coming up with some ideas for songs and he'd much prefer to 
lay down some new bass lines to discussing this topic. It just made him feel embarrassed and ashamed of 
himself for being more or less left in the dark. 


‘Hey, are you still with me Harry..?* said Dave suddenly, waving a hand in front of Steve's face to shake the 
other man out of his thoughts, making the bassist wince and pick his head up. 


‘Uh, yeah. Yeah, I'm alright, he was quick to reply, but he could tell by the concerned and confused look on his 
friend's face that he was trapped. 


‘Doesn't look like it to me, mate. What's the matter? Are you jealous.” 


The guitarist chuckled, nudging the smaller man's side playfully to attempt to lighten the mood, and had the 
subject been any other, it might have worked. But instead, it made Steve curl up tighter, looking even smaller 
than he really was, face still burning hot as his cheeks took on a deep crimson shade. He was known to conceal 
his emotions well most of the time, but when he was shy, he truly couldn't do much to hide the way he felt. 
His body just reacted on impulse and he had not way of masking it in time. 


‘Come on, Harry, it's not that bad, is it? | mean, you know what its like getting a bloody good shag, eh? 
Granted, | never saw you leave with any birds but with the way you look, you're bound to have bedded tons of 
pretty girls, havent you? No lass could resist your bloody smile, Dave flattered, more sincerely now, putting 
his guitar aside but remaining seated close to the bassist, his legs crossed Indian style and his eyes boring 
holes into the side of the brunette's face. 


Steve hung his head in defeat, part of him wanted to lie and agree, but the other part of him was tired of 
trying to be something he wasn't and pretending he knew what he was talking about. His chestnut curls came 
down like a veil, concealing most of his face from the guitarists inquisitive, prying eyes. Sighing softly through 
his nose he gave in, his voice barely even a whisper as he mumbled under his breath, feeling as if someone 


was squeezing his chest tightly. 

‘| wouldn't know about that, | never noticed.. 

‘What are you bollockir about? Of course they're bloody looking at you, have you seen yourself in a mirror? 
You're one handsome devil, Steve, Dave pointed out seriously, the scowl on his face all too telling. ‘What do you 


mean you never noticed? 


‘They, uh.. never told me, | s'pose. Never showed it, never.. acted on it, Steve mumbled as a reply, he didn't 


want to have to spell it out and he knew the other man was more than smart enough to figure it out by 


himself without further hints dropped. 


‘Oh, blimey... was all the blonde could respond, and Steve shut his eyes in surrender when he knew his friend 


got it, the embarrassment washing over him; an uncomfortable chill seeping into his very bones. 


There was a moment of silence during which Steve wished he would sink through the floor, just leave this 
plane of existence. Dave might say nothing, but his presence was still noticable, still wearing him down. He could 
still sense those big blue eyes on him, could still feel the questions lingering in the air, tense and 
uncomfortable. The bassist just waited for judgment to come, but instead of Dave laughing at him and his 
evident inexperience, the smaller man flinched when he felt a familiar hand on his shoulder squeezing it gently 


for support. 


‘| don't give a fuck if you're a virgin, Steve. Why the hell would that make any difference? We're mates, and 
you'll get there eventually. What did you think was going to happen when you told me? | won't think any less of 
you, you know, I'm just frankly pretty bloody surprised to hear. | expected you to have pretty lasses queing 


for bloody miles to get in your bed. You're a decent looking chap, handsome even, | daresay: 


Steve found himself blushing harder, especially when a small nudge accompanied the compliments he was gifted 
with. Swallowing hard, he finally raised his head to actually meet the blonde's gaze, surprised but relieved to 
see the guitarist was giving him a sweet, genuine smile. Nothing spiteful or malicious or insincere, only the 
same Dave with the long blonde hair and the big blue eyes that he was used to. It did indeed make him feel a 
tad better, the lump at the base of his throat dissolving and the sinking feeling in his stomach slowly fading. 


‘Ye don't think it's bludi odd that | ‘aven't done it already..? Ye don't think I'm sum sort o' bludi cockup? the 
bassist finally asked, voice low and timid as always, his embarrassment making him even more softspoken than 


what was usual for him. 


Another fond squeeze to his shoulder reassured Steve a bit more, and he watched Dave shake his head. ‘No, | 
don't. We're all different. | might fancy shagging around, but it's not the same for everybody. If it's not your 
thing, you shouldn't push it. You'll do it when it's right for you, and that's not something that applies to girls 
only, blokes can feel that way too: 


‘But. I've never even bludi kissed, Dave: 


Admitting to that without thinking felt like utter defeat, Steve shutting his eyes and the shame visible on his 
features, his shoulders sagging and the corners of his lips turning downwards to reveal the little lines at the 
corners. If admitting he was still a virgin was embarrassment, this was pure mortification Twenty three years 


old, and not as much as one little kiss. Surely that was laughable. Pathetic. 


‘So? What does that take away from you, exactly? You're still the same bloke, you're determined and stubborn 
as all bloody hell. But you're the most talented bloody bass player | ever met, and you're an ambitious and 


talented chap, those are admirable qualities. Plus, as | said before, you're a good looking guy and a swell mate. 


Don't put yourself down so fucking much: 


‘| just.. | don't even know ‘ow ta bludi smooch, ‘ow would l.. if | ever were ta get anywhere, ‘ow the bludi ‘ell 


would |." Steve trailed off with a sigh, running his hand through his curls a couple of times, almost frantically. 
‘| could teach you, you know. If you like. How to kiss, | mean: 


Steve's head snapped up at that, at first he was sure he must have gotten the meaning of it wrong even if 
there wasn't really any room to misinterpret what had been said, and the look on Dave's face only served to 
confirm the statement as the blonde shrugged his shoulders. 


‘Only if you like. | mean, | know a thing or two, birds gave me some decent compliments in the past. If you like, | 
wouldn't mind it. Its not like itd mean anything, it'd be just for practice. Better to do it with somebody you 
trust, don't you think?” the guitarist added with a little smile, and the innocent look on his face made him look 


all the more convincing. 


‘Uh, |. | don't know. was all the bassist could offer, looking down and debating the idea internally, his heart 
picking up its pace until it was racing, pounding hard against his ribcage although Steve couldn't understand why 
when he was certain he didn't harvest any sort of romantical feelings for his friend. 


‘You don't have to accept the offer. | just thought it might be a good idea, you'd feel less inexperienced once 
the right bird comes along and steals your heart and it's time for you two to start snogging. It wouldn't quite 
count either, seeing as l'm only your mate and it's all in good will for practice. It wouldn't be serious, the 
blonde explained, shrugging again and flipping his hair back casually, talking about his suggestion as if it was the 


most normal thing. 


Steve swallowed hard with an audible gulp; Dave's words did sound valid. Having some sort of experience 
beforehand might come in handy indeed, it might help him feel less shy next time a pretty lady offered herself 
to him. Shutting his eyes, the bassist gave a quick, curt nod as he made up in mind. He curled his hands into 
tight fists, bracing himself for what was about to come, fearful but at the same somewhat excited, although 
he told himself it was only his insecurities Toying with him. 


Waiting anxiously, Steve watched as Dave shifted on the bed to mirror his stance, the blonde kneeling and 
placing his palms against his thighs, scooting a bit forwards. Their knees were touching, and it made the 
bassist's pulse quicken for whatever reason as the blonde leaned in closer, their faces mere inches apart and 
Steve felt the hot breath coming in damp fumes against his chin as Dave's lips parted, mouth hanging slightly 


open. 
‘Just relax, alright? I'll start out easy, and if you get just a bit uncomfortable, don't be afraid to pull back or 
tell me to bugger off, eh? It's really no harder than that, just follow my lead and you'll be nice and dandy,’ the 


taller man reassured, that same innocent smile on his full lips. 


Steve nodded, releasing a shaky breath through his nose and shutting his eyes, feeling an uneasy flutter 


brewing at the pit of his belly. He was expecting it but still wasn't prepared when soft, moist lips grazed his, 
and it made the brunette flinch although he didn't pull back. It was merely a peck, like the ones his mother 
used To give him when he went to sleep as a youngster. Only, it made him feel completely different, a warmth 
spreading throughout his belly as those full lips molded to his, and Steve instinctively tilted his head to the 
side. It felt nice, intimate and cozy, and not nearly as terrifying as the bassist had anticipated. After a moment, 
the guitarist sat back, their lips sticking to each other only for a second or two before separating, and Steve's 
eyes fluttered open He was met by another kind, soft smile. 


‘Was that alright? 
‘Yeah,' Steve murmured shyly, nodding. 


‘Do you want to keep going?! the blonde asked, clearly making sure he wasn't misreading the other man in any 


way. 
‘Yeah, said the bassist again, without hesitation 


Instead of uttering another word, Dave's eyes slid shut and Steve followed suit, leaning in to meet the other 
man halfway this time. Their lips touched for the second time, chaste and sweet but it was more of a mutual 
act. There seemed to be a bit of an understanding. The faint sweet kiss turned into pecks, their lips meeting 
again and again, smooches spilling evenly like raindrops. Smooth and tender, and for each kiss shared, the 
motions became all the more fluid All the more natural. In the process, Steve also found himself more daring, 


taking the initiative just as much as Dave did. 


That was when the guitarist decided it was time to take everything a step further, to make some progress. 
Expecting another gentle peck, the bassist was caught aback and almost startled when instead of only plump 
lips, he was met by the heat ofthe tip of Dave's warm wet tongue. Nearly pulling away, his breath hitching, 
Steve made himself dare to part his lips and offer Dave entrance to his mouth. Offer what he had never 
before had the courage to, and the blonde took advantage of the permission as he slipped his tongue into the 


older man's mouth. 


Starting out rather passive, allowing the guitarist to take the reigns as they tasted one another, Steve felt his 
face burn red hot yet again as Dave's rather bold, cunning tongue danced across every crevice. It traced along 
his teeth, swirled around his own tongue, and soon enough the bassist dared to parttake more actively. He still 
hesitated and stalled here and there, but soon gained more confidence, more courage, more willingness to try 
to learn. Also, he found that he quite enjoyed Dave's taste of nicotine, and the hint of something else, 
something sweet and intoxicating that he couldn't quite pinpoint. What broke the spell however, was when Dave 
ran the tip of his tongue over the roof Steve's mouth, drawing an involuntary moan out of the older man as 


well as sending a bolt of pure lust down his spine. 


With a gasp, the brunette pulled back, panting lightly, his chest heaving a bit as he caught his breath, hazy 
eyes catching the way Dave's cheeks bore a faint pink flush. The sight of the other man's beginning arousal 
made heat curl into Steve's lower belly, dipping lower to pool into his groin 


‘Are you alright, Steve? Did | do something wrong? the blonde asked, and this time he looked surprisingly 


insecure, his expression vulnerable as his previous confidence appeared to have been washed away. 
‘Uh, no, it's just. Steve started out, but trailed off when he didn't know what to say. 


The kiss had felt so right, so nice, and Steve wanted to do it again. Not just kiss; he wanted to kiss Dave. He 
licked his lips, the taste of nicotine still sharp on his tongue. Still making his blood rush, still making his balls 
tingle. His eyes dropped to his lap, trying to focus. The fear was threatening to take over, but at the same 
time, it felt so good. So overwhelming. The sensation welling up inside kept urging him to do it again, to 


surrender, to lose control, to go with his gut feeling and just allow whatever Dave had started to continue. 


‘Did. did you enjoy it? | mean, was it helpful?" said the guitarist after a moment of awkward silence, Steve 


shaken out of his inner turmoil. 


The brunette said nothing, instead he picked his head up. His dark eyes burned with need, with curiousity, 
begging Dave not to speak but to simply act. Compelling him not to think, but to go ahead and take advantage. 
The blonde understood as he leaned in again, and this time Steve didn't stutter. Their lips met in one fluid 
motion and Steve's hand came up out of its own accord, cupping Dave's soft chubby cheek in his palm, the 


stubble barely noticable against his rough calluses. 


That was the blonde's cue as he followed suit, fingers gliding into silky soft dark curls, the guitarist cradling 
the back of Steve's head as the intensity of the kiss grew. Their teeth accidentally clashed, but it was soon 
forgotten in favour of whatever it was that kept spurring them on. Steve purred when Dave rubbed his scalp, 
briefly tugging at the strands of long thick hair as he combed through them, and the bassist felt his cock 
twitch in his pants. 


When they finally broke the kiss, Dave purposely caught Steve's bottom lip between his teeth, tugging it lightly 
and the brunette was embarrassed by the grunting noise he made at the back of his throat. However, the 
uneasiness once again turned into something else, something warm and inviting, as Dave chuckled lightly at him. 
Steve opened his eyes to find the other man's face wasn't far from his, their noses almost nudging, but he 


was surprised to realize he didn't mind the closure. In fact, he wanted more of it, craved it almost and the 


affectionate hand pinching his cheek made him feel a lot better about the oddity of the situation. 
‘See? It wasn't all that bad now, was it? the blonde beamed, white teeth on display. 


‘No, Steve simply murmured shyly, an equally bright smile splitting his face in two. 


Testing the Waters 


Author's Notes: 

So, this evolved from a one shot idea into something bigger, not sure if this is the only chapter I'll add or if 
there'll be more to come yet, but | hope you'll enjoy this for what it is. Here, a bit of chaste, innocent 
experimentational smutt, | suppose? SOmething that's fitting, | believe, so if it's what you wanted and expected 


from the previous installment, feel free to cheer! And do review if you enjoyed the read :) 


Steve shuddered as he felt gentle callused fingers graze the smooth skin of his inner arm, slowly travelling 
downwards before the hand they belonged to landed on his thigh. He knew what it meant, and he strummed the 
last few chords on his bass before setting the instrument aside, resting it against the bed frame and picking 
his head up to be met with the same huge blue eyes he had grown accostumed to. 


Those orbs came closer as Dave moved from the other end of the bed where he would always sit while 
playing, the guitarist using the hand that wasn't resting on Steve's leg to cup the bassist's cheek. It made the 
older man's breath hitch in his throat, but he didn't resist; instead his eyes fell shut as their lips met. It 
wasn't even a question anymore; it was an urge, a need, a longing from deep within When they were apart, 
Steve found himself desperately yearning for the next time he would see his friend, for the next time he 
would get a session of what he had begun to fondly refer to as intimacy practice. 


Their actual music practice together had evolved to involve less and less actual playing of their instruments - 
less and less jamming and writing half assed lyrics out of which ninety percent would later be deemed useless 
- and more and more exploring and kissing for Steve's benefit in case of ruming into a girl he might fall for. 
But given how little the two went out, and how much time they spent within the confines of Dave's room doing 
whatever it was this could be considered as, that too was becoming less and less likely to occur. In fact, the 
bassist had found he didn't much care if he never found himself a lady, at least not at the moment, because 
he was perfectly fine kissing his friend. It felt good, it made his heart flutter and his body warm up. That was 
all the encouragement he needed, as long as he didn't dig any deeper into it. For once in his life, the brunette 


had resorted to not thinking and only acting upon his body and its cravings. 


With anticipation brewing at the pit of his stomach, Steve responded to the kiss almost immediately, his hands 
much less bold than his friend's but still curious and inquisitive. As he parted his lips, Dave's tongue 
immediately glided over the roof of his mouth in that tentative manner which always made Steve shudder. The 
act of course managed the same feat now, the bassist gasping softly as one of his hands ran down the length 
of the blonde's slim back, feeling the faintly protruding spine against his fingertips through the cotton fabric of 
the younger man's red tee shirt. He felt the body heat through the layer of cloth, and Steve's free hand 
found the back of Dave's neck on its own accord, fingers lacing through silky soft layers of blonde strands. The 
little mewl he made at the back of his throat had the bassist blushing hard in embarrassment, as was usual 


whenever he made what he still considered to be too loud noises. 


‘You think too much, Harry, murmured Dave as he parted the kiss, their lips still brushing as the words were 
fondly spoken. ‘| like the way you sound, don't bloody hold back. Besides, any bird would fancy it just as well, 


most of them would be proud of it. Take it as encouragement, you know? 


Steve sucked on his own bottom lip insecurely for a moment, his gaze wavering when met by the stare of the 
blonde's vivid blue eyes. The crimson flush on the older man's face became more apparent, and the ever 
present taste of nicotine that might be part of the reason he had become nearly addicted to Dave's delicious 
kisses lingered in his mouth. His entire body was humming, as if he was levitating towards his friend with his 
entire being. 


‘|. spose yer right, he finally admitted, eyes downcast as he eyed the way the blonde's fingers were toying 
with one of his stray curls, and the gesture made his heart skip a beat. 


‘Like | said, you think way too fucking much, Steve. Don't. It's not going to help anybody,you the least. Just, you 
know, feel your way? If it happens, it happens,’ said Dave, a reassuring bright smile on his face when the 


brunette finally dared to look up. 


Taking a deep breath, he nodded. Dave was right, he was thinking too much. Nothing about this arrangement 
was normal, as far as he knew, so what difference did a mewl or a moan here and there make. The 
reassurance was enough for now, and Steve used the hand poised on the back of the blonde's neck to urge him 
closer until their lips were connected once more. The only difference was that, as their tongues swirled and 
rediscovered every little spot they were now so familiar with as if it were the first time, Dave's hand dipped 
into the older man's inner thigh area, slowly rubbing up and down along the seam of Steve's tight blue jeans. It 
brought out goosebumps, and heated tingles of pleasure sparked to run straight to the bassist's balls. 


‘Does it feel good.” asked the guitarist as he broke the kiss, in favour of peppering the corner of Steve's lips 
with chaste, wet pecks. 


‘|. yeah. Steve said, almost breathlessly as that hand inched higher, abandoning his inner thigh to dip between 
his legs and outright cup his crotch against the palm. ‘Dave, |--' 


‘Hush.. | asked you whether it felt good, you said yes, didn't you? You've been enjoying it so far, if you really 


want me to stop, say it. If not, answer my question How does this feel? Still good? 


Steve moved his lips to reply, taken aback by Dave's bluntness, but instead went nearly cross eyed as his 
friend began to rub him. The pressure applied wasn't too loose, and it wasn't too harsh. Just right; a firm, 
knowing sort of fondling. And good God, it felt amazing. The bassist attempted to subtly spread his legs wider, 
feeling the palm pushing down against the hardening length of his shaft and the fingertips pressed to the 
sensitive area behind his balls. When Dave repeated his question a second time, the spoken words accompanied 
by a nip to the bassists lower lip, he nodded his head. In face, it didn't feel just good, Steve needed more. Steve 
hoped that the way in which he clung tighter to his friend would be enough of an indicator. 


Therefore, he was both thrilled and terrified when the guitarist took the hint, took the opportunity offered as 


he began to spill wet, sloppy kisses along the bassist's jawline. Teeth nibbled at the junction of his jaw, followed 
by the rasp of a slippery tongue that continued to tease its way down to the bare patch of skin beneath 
Steve's delicate ear. The bassist found his eyes falling shut out of their own accord, the sensation new but he 
couldn't deny how good it felt. That's why, when the younger man shifted closer, he allowed their bodies to 
mold together even though he mourned the loss of Dave's cunning hand between his legs. Their chests pressed 
flush to one another, their legs became a tangled mass, as Dave's now hungry lips mapped out the pulse point 


of his neck. 


Steve felt the fire rising inside, his hands blindly grabbing for leverage, clinging to the other man's tee shirt 
like a drowning man, his fingernails digging through the soft cotton fabric and into the hard planes of Dave's 
shoulderblades. Sharp teeth sank into the tender flesh of Steve's throat, possibly leaving indents but if so, the 
bassist couldn't care less at the moment. In fact, the more love bites he was given, the more ragged his 
breath became. The desire, unlike any he had felt before in his life, was too strong and when Dave put all his 
weight onto him until they both toppled over, the brunette didn't protest. Instead, Steve laid back on the 
mattress, hair fanning around his head like a halo and his body splayed out, the comforting form of the 
blonde's lithe willing body on top of his was more than enough to reassure him that what he was doing was 


right. 


Still, the older man couldn't fight back the flush creeping into his cheeks again, the tip of his nose red and a 
light sheen of sweat forming across his tan skin, his bangs damp and sticking briefly to his forehead. He felt 
exposed, in an intimate manner, something he had never before experienced. Jitters ran through his limbs, 
making them twitch uncontrollably, his legs spread to the sides and the guitarist fit snugly in between them as 
their lips sought out each other again. Dave's hands were already everywhere, dipping boldly under the hem of 
the older man's tee shirt, running up the warm tan skin of his sides; one hand finding a perked nipple and 
brushing its thumb over the hard nub. It made the bassist gasp into the blonde's mouth, Steve's one hand 
clinging to the back of Dave's long neck almost maniacally while the other latched onto his shirt, balling up the 
fabric within its fist. 


The touches, all the attention to Steve's neglected body made it run wild. His cock swelled rapidly, hot and 
engorged where it remained trapped within the confines of his tight jeans, pressed against the flat warmth of 
Dave's lower belly. Poking right back against the brunette was Dave's equally stiff shaft, digging into the curve 
of Steve's meaty thigh. For a brief moment, the realization woke the fear inside of the bassist, nearly making 
him rear up and hesitate when he realized this was his friend, another man, but it was quickly drowned in the 
tidal wave of lust surging down his spine when Dave shifted and pushed his thigh hard against his crotch, 


making the older man arch his hips upwards in pursuit of more pressure; more of the near torturous friction 


‘A-are you alright with this.. Dave panted as their lips finally parted, sharp teeth nipping the brunette's 
earlobe before soothing the area with a slippery tongue, however his movements had stilled. ‘If not, you can 


tell me. I'll stop... 


Steve could only moan weakly in response, in protest to the way Dave held up, nodding insistently while pitching 
his hips upwards. A breathy, relieved chuckle filtered into the shell of his ear, and the guitarist kissed his way 


back towards the brunette's mouth, beginning to roll his hips slowly but in earnest, pushing down as he rocked 


forwards. The bassist was quick to respond, craving more of what the blonde had to offer as he became 
bolder with his kisses, began to nibble on the other man's lips, began to use his instincts. 


He was pleased when he rubbed his thigh against Dave's tented crotch and earned a broken whimper in turn, 
and pushed his head back into the bedsheets when the younger man went on to suck his adams apple firmly, 
the playful fingers now toying with both nipples simultaneously. Everything was becoming a haze, all that 
existed in the world at that moment was the ache in Steve's groin, and the warm body of Dave above him, 


bringing to him a level of desire of which the likes he had never imagined possible. 


Everything was going to his head, the hot wires of pleasure stabbing his groin, and Steve wrapped one arm 
around Dave's waist, pulling him down closer as they both began to move their hips in tandem as one. Neither 
cared much for the layers of clothing still present between them, the bed springs creaking suspiciously 
beneath them as their movements became more frantic, as their kisses grew more sloppy and wet. Open 
mouthed, breathy as they ground into one another, as they shifted so their swollen cocks were aligned, 
throbbing erections rubbing together in sync until the pace picked up, until they lost their rhythm while they 
grew closer to their impending climaxes. Steve felt his balls pull up and tighten, already teethering right on the 
edge before he even realized how far gone he was. Dave's heady scent of vanilla mingling with the musk of 
arousal filled his nose as he breathed in, the taste of nicotine still overwhelming his senses like the drug it 


was. 
‘Fuck - Steve..!' 


It was that stuttered, shaky moan rasped in between kisses that became Steve's undoing, and the brunette 
groaned into the younger man's mouth, damn near swallowing the blonde's tongue as he came undone, soiling 
his underwear when the pleasure peaked and rolled over him in tidal waves that made even his fingerstips 
tingle; toes curling. A low growl errupted from Dave's chest as he followed him right over the edge, the 
younger man delivering a couple of jerking thrusts before he stilled, sinking down on top of the older and 
gasping for breath. 


Neither boy said much as they recovered, their bodies twitching with aftershocks, they remained closely 
together. Steve tried not to think, tried not to listen to the control freak in him telling him to lose his mind. It 
felt good, it felt right, so why would it be wrong? He tried to argue that that was the most important aspect, 
his face burning again when he realized just how far he'd taken the mere experimentation. He'd never thought 
he was capable of tossing his desire to dictate every single aspect of his life right out the window. To kick the 
shyness out of the driver's seat. Still, as soft long blonde hair tickled his nose, as Dave's warm body relaxed 
and stilled on top of his, he felt his stomach doing flip flops and his heart skipping a beat. 


‘Well. | suppose now you know - a bit more, eh? chuckled the guitarist as he picked his head up, beaming and 


his eyes were even brighter in the aftermath post orgasm. 


Steve simply nodded, face burning hot but a small, sweet smile playing on his lips. ‘| spose so: 


Trouble Arising 
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Steve gasped in surprise as he noticed Dave's fingers beginning to unbutton his jeans, pulling the zipper down 
They had touched each other, of course, ever since that first session of them rubbing up against each other 
to seek release. The bassist enjoyed it, and the more they did it, the less he questioned his reasons why. The 
less he tried to rationalize it, the more he managed to feel and surrender himself to pleasure. He had known it 
would be coming, but it was still an odd sensation to have the blonde's callused fingertips part the flaps, brush 
against the exposed skin of his lower belly. 


‘Dave.’ he brunette whispered, his breath hitching just then, and he felt his cheeks burn bright as the big blue 
eyes he couldn't seem to get out of his head lately looked up at him. 


‘Yeah..2 the blonde said softly, running his thumb back and forth along the hem of Steve's black boxer briefs, 
grazing the little trail of dark course hair that was visible right above the line of the underwear, the gesture 


almost bizarre when accompanied by the concerned look on the guitarists face. 
‘Nuthin’... Steve murmured shyly, feeling embarrassed for stalling as he turned his head to the side. 


‘It's alright, I'll go easy on you. You know that; chuckled Dave in response, his voice soft where he hovered 


above the older man. 


When Steve said nothing else, made no move to protest, the other man proceeded as expected and the 
brunette felt his heart skip a beat as a soft chaste kiss was pressed to his lips when Dave dipped his head 
just within reach. Turning his head back towards his friend, the bassist returned the favour, desperate to keep 


their lips connected while he felt Dave's hands work to inch his jeans down and expose him further. 


Soon, the thin fabric of his briefs followed. The garments ended up tangled halfway down his thighs, Steve's 
entire lower body nude, the flesh pale in comparison to the rest of his sun kissed body. Not that he had much 
time to be self conscious about himself, before a warm hand closed around his half hard cock and his 


coherent thought pattern seized to exist. 


‘What the hell were you so fucking worried about? You're pretty wellhung, you know, shouldn't be hiding this 
bastard down here the way you do’ 


The amused voice close to his ear, as Dave had shifted to rest next to him, propped up on one elbow at the 
moment, had Steve's face turning ten shades of red. His eyes fluttered shut so he didn't have to watch what 
was happening, but he felt it just the same. He felt the ring of figners gliding slowly up the shaft, from the 
base and all the way to the flared, fat head. 


The pad of a course but gentle thumb rubbed circles over the sensitive tip, pressed down against the slit to 
gather up any premature wetness before the fist descended just as slowly. It was torturous, and the bassist 
found himself trembling. Of course, he'd masturbated several times on his own, he was shy and not the most 
sexually licentious guy to be found but he wasn't dead. 


Only, this was different. Dave no doubt knew what felt good, but he didn't move his hand the same way. There 
was a little twist to the strokes everytime the blonde reached the head, so the thumb grazed the head in the 
process on each upstroke. The response was Steve's hips stuttering upwards to meet the stimulation, only for 
that cunning hand to drop down again. The strokes were still lazy, but they urged the heated rod into full 

hardness either way; swelling rapidly until it was hard and throbbing with each heartbeat. Steve felt the pulse, 
felt the hand movements, his fingers digging into the fabric of Dave's blanket beneath him as he fought not to 


lose it. 


‘ls that good?” asked Dave, his voice still soft as if looking for some sort of confirmation, his free hand running 
its fingers soothingly through Steve's wild dark curls, tucking them behind his ear before placing a tiny kiss to 
the bassist's exposed earlobe 


Steve made a tiny whimpering noise and nodded his head as he felt the fingers tighten gradually around his 
length with each movement, the twise becoming more apparent and he was starting to leak, sticky dribbles of 
precum pooling at the head. The blonde must have noticed, for he paused momentarily to smear the liquid 
evenly each time more gathered, using it to successfully lube up the dick in his hand to his best efforts. Then 
he picked up his pace in earnest, pumping the shaft. The upstroke was briefly lighter than the downstroke 
where the guitarist chose to queze just a bit harder, and the response from Steve was to jerk his hips 
upwards to meet the motion. 


Closer and closer to sweet release, forgetting the embarrassment, and how perhaps he should help Dave out 
with his own arousal, Steve's mouth fell open, heavy shaky breaths and very soft moans spilling from his lips. 
His body was burning, every nerve ending set ablaze, and all he could think of or focus on was the ache of 
impending release in his groin and the kisses pressed to the side of his neck accompanied by soft 


encouragements and cooes. 


The brunette wasn't even trying to hold back anymore, abandoning control as he thrust his hips up against the 
fist milking him for all he was worth, feeling his balls pull up. The surges of lust shooting down his spine didn't 
help the situation, and as sharp teeth dug lightly into his pulse point, the hand on his cock squeezing the wet 
head unexpectedly, Steve grunted when the first wave of orgasm washed over him. 


Three more were to follow, each one forcing heated ropes of cum out of him, although each were caught and 


contained within the blonde's fist knowingly. When it was over, the bassist exhaled shakily, trying to catch his 
breath as the blood pounded in his ears. Another little kiss was pressed to his cheek, Dave's breath sounding 
suspiciously ragged as well as they rested next one another until Steve's heavy eyelids finally fluttered open, 
his cheeks rosy and bottom lip still quivering briefly. 


‘Not so bad, eh? Dave murmured, finally letting go of the softening cock still within his grasp, briefly rolling 


over to reach for a used tee shirt discarded on the floor, turning back to sweetly clean the brunette up. 


Steve blushed, jitters running through him, his legs twitching when the clothing brushed his overly sensitized 
dick, but he enjoyed the gesture none the less. In fact, he might be developing an affirmity for how sweet the 
blonde appeared in the aftermath, whenever they were done with their "intimacy practice". The thought was a 
scary one, as the bassist knew it wasn't supposed to really mean anything, it was supposed to be a way for 


him to learn more. 


Not that this would teach him much about how to please a female, but he didn't want to think about that 
aspect. He preferred to focus on the fact that Dave's touches made him feel good. Besides, the brunette 
fancied women, he was straight even if the way his heart lept up into his throat when Dave kissed him again 


was quite convincing in its attempts to persuade him otherwide. Only, Steve would not listen. 


'No.. it wos, uh, it wos nice... Steve mumbled shyly when Dave broke the kiss, gaze wavering when he 


attempted to look into the now bright orbs. 


‘Yeah, and you know what's another great thing? Watching you like that, | couldn't help myself.. course | had to 
rub the little boy against something, but only for the extra push,' the blonde laughed, gesturing towards his 
crotch area and the proud wet spot blossoming at the front of his pale blue jeans. 


‘Oh... was all Steve could say, yet again overwhelmed by shyness but at the same time he felt sort of 
confident, knowing he didn't even have to touch Dave to set him off. 


Dave simply laughed at the response, ruffling the bassist's soft brown curls fondly with his clean hand, wiping 
the soiled one to his best extent against the same shirt he'd used on Steve. Traces of cum remained to linger 
in the crevices between his fingers however and the older man's eyes bugged as he watched the blonde 
promptly bring his hand up to his face lick the last remnants off as if they were whipped cream. The older 
man found himself unable to look away, barely blinking, entranced by the way Dave's pink wet tongue flicked 
out to lap up the stickiness. The cum; his cum. It sent a bolt of arousal to his limp dick, but also had his heart 
skipping a beat for whatever reason. 


‘What's the matter? It's just cum,’ laughed the blonde when he looked up to catch the other man in the act, 
his lips stretching into a strangely innocent grin that clashed badly with the act he had just performed. 


‘Uh, no, nuthin'! 


Steve stuttered hurriedly, quickly looking away and shifting to pull his underwear and jeans back up, raising his 


hips up off the bed as he got them over his ass, tucking himself back in and zipping off with still faintly 
trembling hands. For some reason, his heart rate just wouldn't calm down, instead the bassist felt it pounding 
hard against his ribcage in that telltale manner that he just would not admit or acknowledge, not even to 
himself. Ignoring the implication, Steve sat up on the bed, back against the wall next to it, running his hand 
awkwardly through his hair. 


‘Haven't we been here before, Harry? You're thinking again, don't’ Dave reprimanded, a bit more serious and 
less patient now, rolling his eyes as he got up to discard both jeans and briefs right on stop, unabashed by the 
display. ‘You liked it, you got some satisfaction out of it. That's all there needs to be to it: 


Steve swallowed hard, hanging his head although he couldn't avoid peering through his bangs as his friend 

pranced across the room, crouching over to locate a fresh pair of underwear somewhere in his drawer. No 
doubt aware of the fact his ass was sticking out as he did, the way his long lean legs were presented. Steve 
felt another bolt of desire tickling his cock, despite the way he'd just come, and hard at that. He resorted to 


crossing his legs, pinching his own forearm with his nail until the sting was all he could feel, 


‘| know, | just.. sumtimes, I'll be thinkin’, ye know? It's not like | can shut me brain off. sighed Steve, fiddling 
with his fingers, considering reaching for his bass guitar just so they might have something different to turn 
their attention to, and so he wouldn't have to talk more in debt about the subject at hand. 


‘Obviously. You're just like Ade, the blonde giggled, finally putting on a pair of clean briefs, before stopping to 
look up. ‘No, actually you're worse than him. Getting your knickers in a bunch all the bloody time, fucking hell: 


The brunette's head snapped up at that, his heart sinking and an uneasy feeling brewing at the pit of his belly, 
almost foreboding in a sense. His eyes went wide, his flush disappearing as all the blood drained from his face, 
making him appear suddenly pale. Gaping, it took the man a moment to get himself together, to make sure his 
voice came out steady. Thankfully, Dave's back was still turned towards him. 


‘Wot..?! 


‘Huh?! the blonde responded, craning his neck to look over his shoulder and meeting the brunette's dark eyes 


just for a second. 


‘Oh, uh.. ye mentioned, uh, mentioned Ade. mumbled Steve, wishing he had kept his mouth shut, his throat 


constricting against his will and he rubbed the back of his neck to appear somewhat more casual. 


‘Oh... yeah, that, Dave shrugged, obviously not catching how seriously the other man was taking what he'd say, 
and that was probably for the better, some part of Steve decided firmly. ‘It was long ago, but he taught me a 
few things. I'm just passing them on. We were kids, just getting to know stuff. That's why | suggested we'd try 


this, | suppose. Cause | know how helpful it can be, and how good it can feel from beforehand, you know? 


The guitarist crossed the room, smiling sweetly and he settled in his usual spot, not bothering to find himself 
any trousers. Instead, he leant back against the headboard, smoothing his hair back and reaching for his guitar 


in its stall, placing it across his lap and strumming a couple of notes. That act normally meant that it was time 
to leave the expermentation and exploration behind in favour of doing what Steve intially stopped by to do. 
Make music. And if this had been any other occasion, it would have worked. Only, it wasn't. 


Steve bit his bottom lip, reaching for his own instrument, feeling as if he had no control over his own body 

and it was only luck keeping him from dropping the bass before he luckily hauled it up onto his lap. The world 
seemed to be spinning in slow motion, and the brunette fought back the lump in his throat with all his might. 
Still, he couldn't ignore the image of Dave and Adrian together, doing stuff. He couldn't block out the visual of 


Dave being just as tender and sweet with him. Of course. 


It hadn't been him, it hadn't been because he was special. Dave just did it to be nice, he was just used to 
getting his friends off with a helping hand. None of it; not the kiss, not the sweet words, not the touches. 
Steve tipped his head back against the wall just for a moment, taking a deep silent breath and trying to steady 
himself even as the bridge of his nose burnt. He wasn't weak, he wasn't a pussy. And he most certainly didn't 


care, he didn't like Dave like that anyway. No way. 


‘Are you alright? the blonde asked, tilting his head to the side and leaning forward a bit, worried eyes once 


again glued to the older man's face; eyebrows furrowed. 


‘Uh, yeah, course. Sorry, wosn't ‘ere fer a bit, Steve was quick to muster up, offering a half hearted smile 
which was thankfully bought before he ran his fingers over the strings, relieved when Dave didn't question him 
and began to play along. 


It wasn't until later at night when Steve rested on the uncomfortable spare mattress haphazardly cramming 
up the free space of Dave's bedroom floor up, that Steve allowed himself to think about it. To think about 
Dave holding Adrian, kissing him, doing to him all the things they had been doing. Perhaps they'd gone even 
farther? Perhaps they were still doing it? Steve ground his teeth, hiding his face in the pillows, inwardly 
beating himself up for it. How stupid could one person be? Dave had said from the start that it was just for 


practice, and here he was thinking that maybe.. maybe it meant more. 


Squeezing his fists tightly, his body tense, the brunette listened to the soft breathy snores drifting from the 
bed, looked up to catch a glimpse of the blonde's peacefully sleeping face. It felt like a kick in the gut, all the air 
sucked out of the bassist's lungs. He didn't like men, never had, never would But Dave was.. Dave. Dave was 
Dave. Shutting his eyes, Steve tried to force himself to go to sleep. He was so confused, the only thing he 
knew for sure was that it hurt. Badly. That, and the fact that his eyes were suddenly strangely watery. 


When Reality Kicks In 
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Steve felt the heat rising in his faceK; strangely vulnerable as he lay naked, completely on display to the same 
big blue eyes he would see before his inner vision every time he closed his eyes. They admired him in a fond 


sense, almost illuminated by the dim light of their surroundings. 


The brunette was paying little attention to that however, he didn't care about the room or the soft sheets 
under his naked body, all he could think of was the blonde on top of him. Their bare skin sliding against each 
other, damp with sweat as the older man raised a nervous hand, running it over the soft golden hair speckling 


Dave's chest and stomach. 


The brunette was bashful, nervous, yet the lust was too strong and he would never have asked for the other 
man to hold up. Not when they'd come this far, not when he heard the guitarists heavy breathing. Not when 
he felt skillful, gentle fingers play his body. Not when soft, warm, wet kisses were spilled like a waterfall across 
his shoulders and chest. Steve felt sharp, naughty teeth nipping at his collarbone and moaned softly, his head 
tipping backwards into the downy pillows under his head. Everything was going so smoothly, all his worries and 


concerns dissolving as that sinuous mouth he now craved like a drug descenced slowly. 


Dave slid downwards in a lascivious, sensuous manner; Steve's stomach muscles quivering as the tip of a 
playful tongue lapped the toned skin. The sensations went straight to his head, straight to his cock which was 
now so hard it actually pointed skywards, the tip dribbling precum as it throbbed rhythmically. 


Each feathery light kiss, followed by a flick of the slippery tongue had Steve's legs quaking; the blonde's mouth 
moving along the jut of his right hip bone. When the bassist's breath hitched in response, now desperate for 
what he knew was coming next, the younger man let out an amused chuckle and picked his head up only to dip 


his tongue into the brunette's navel. 


The act made Steve's cock twitch so hard it jumped, globs of wetness oozing down the length of his shaft. He 
had always been rather wet for a guy, ashamed of it even, but Dave had never once chastised him or teased 
him for it. In fact, the blonde seemed to find it arousing almost and it was enough to quell any insecurities the 
bassist might have. It seemed, there was nothing Dave didn't appreciate about him, and Steve much 
appreciated that. Not that he had time to really think about or analyze it at the moment, he was too busy 


focusing on what the guitarists mouth was occupying itself with. 


Surprised and taken aback, Steve groaned as he felt one of Dave's skillful hands reach between his legs, the 
younger man cupping his balls as he slid down the length of his body. A gentle peck was pressed to the spot 


where Steve's cock was connected to his balls, and at the same time, the blonde lightly squeezed the sack in 
his hand. The response was Steve's hips shooting up off the bed, back arching as he desperately sought more 


pleasure. 


‘D-dave.." Steve moaned, his face burning hot, his entire body overly sensitized and trembling with anticipation, 


his skin crawling with his near desperation. 


The blonde said nothing, simply offered a sweet smile when the bassist's eyes fluttered open for a brief 
moment to glance downwards. Unable to hold the other man's stare for long, Steve quickly shut his own again, 
his hands coming up to cling to Dave's shoulders when suddenly a firm hand took ahold of his cock, the warm, 
wet mouth he had been longing for closing around the head of his cock. He'd never received head before, he'd 
never had a blowjob done to him, but the moist heat suckling only the tip was enough to make him whimper 


out loud. 


Good God, did it feel amazing; one of the brunette's shaking hands feeling its way up the side of Dave's neck to 
tangle in silky soft golden strands. The grip wasn't tight, but just enough to let the guitarist know just how 
aroused his friend was. And he wasn't slow to react, opening his mouth and lowering his head to swallow inch 
after inch of Steve's thick shaft; stopping only when his nose was nuzzled into the other man's wiry dark 
pubes. The bassist felt and heard as Dave inhaled his scent deeply, the act making him too feel dazed with 


desire but able to control himself somewhat despite how bad he wanted more friction. 


Until Dave sucked, that was. Hard, his cheeks hollowing in the process; the length passing into the pallet of the 
blonde's throat. The brunette's eyes rolled back into his head at that, hips jerking involuntarily upwards only to 
be pinned down by a deliberate hand, forcing him to stay in place. 


Then the guitarist repeated the act; Steve too far gone and already so close to orgasm that the forgot to be 
embarrassed of the gurgling noise he made in response. His legs were tense, every muscle in his body taut and 
strained, his balls tight as they pulled up, the man aching for release. The heat was rising, and then the blonde 
began to bob his head, raising his head slowly only to drop down. Again and again. 


It was becoming too much, too fast; Steve so close already, and he couldn't speak, couldn't protest when his 
balls were released - the same hand that had been playing with them moving lower to press a fingertip 
tentatively to his untouched rose. That's when he realized what was happening, fear welling up in his chest, 
making him short of breath. 


The bassist's hips wriggled, muscles clenching, and his eyes flew wide open, gaze hazy and eyes glazed over 
with lust. The blonde seemed to have foreseen this however, because he pulled up to suckle only the flared 
head, pulling the foreskin back and pressing the tip of his tongue to the slit. Despite the naughty act, however, 
his big eyes asked Steve to trust him, to not be afraid. Despite his fear, the brunette tried to relax, give Dave 


a fair chance. 


That's the moment where the fingertip pressed down just a bit, the entrance twitching before the muscle 
slowly gave way. The blonde seized his sucking, raising his hand to his mouth to slobber a mixture of saliva 


and precum along the length of his index finger. Then, he proceeded to mouth the head of the bassist's swollen 
cock, his hand dropping again. 


This time, the digit slid inside easily, all the way up to the second knuckle. Steve grunted in response, the 
sensation odd but not entirely uncomfortable. He felt the finger poking around a bit and then - a wave of near 
unfathomable pleasure surged through his body, his legs shaking uncontrollably as the blonde continued to rub 
whatever it was he had found; pressing down firmly while engulfing the entire length of Steve's cock into his 
mouth again, tightly sucking it. 


Steve came then, tugging Dave's hair harder than intended to as he saw stars spark before his eyes. He 
whined; usually quiet but unable to muffle his pleasure noises as the waves of orgasm washed over him, the 
climax overpowering and his toes curling. Still, the guitarist wouldn't stop, and the brunette felt his body 
melting as he was carried away to cloud nine. 


Eyes flying open, the bassist was startled as he found himself surrounded by complete darkness, his body stil 
warm and the ripples of ecstacy making his fingertips twitch. Only, Dave wasn't there. The room was his own, 
he was laying in his own empty bed, alone; the lights turned off as they had been before he went to sleep. 


The sheets were drenched, sticky sweat glueing the thin linen fabric to Steve's body as he panted trying to 
catch his breath. The boxer briefs, which had been the only garment the man had worn to bed, were soiled 
through and through; slimy cum smearing against the bassist's crotch as he moved. 


Chest still heaving, Steve sat up in bed, shaking legs flung over the edge of the bedside. He tried not to think 
as he ran his hands through his matted wet hair, rubbed his palms harshly against his face. His bangs clung 
to the salty sheen dampening his forehead. His bottom lip was still quivering in the aftermath, his cock only 
now soft and limp. The bassist tried to be rational, tried to focus on waking up, on fully regaining his 
consciousness. He glanced at the clock poised on the nightstand; it read 317 AM. 


Knowing he couldn't very well sleep in the soaked sheets, the brunette got up on wobbly legs, peeling the cloths 
off of the bed and determindedly balling everything up in a disheveled heap. His tainted briefs went into the 
mass of fabric, and Steve used the already stained blanket to wipe away the drying traces of semen clinging to 
his pubes, grimacing at the icky feel. The sharp odour of arousal and gratification, along with the musky tang 
of sweat, clung to him like a second skin as he staggered out into the hallway, heading for the bathroom where 
the washing machine would be located. 


Careful not to stumble on the way through the dark corridor, the bassist made it and shut the door behind 
himself as soon as he got in; flicking the lock just in case. Well there, he turned the lights on, the fluorescent 
lamps stinging his bleary eyes and he narrowed them as he kneeled in front of the washing machine, bumping 
his bare knees while promptly stuffing the messy ball of fabric into the hole, not satisfied until he'd shut the 
lid and pressed the button. It beeped twice and then the machine started filling up with water. 


‘Fuckin’ ‘ell. 


With a loud sigh of relief, Steve finally settled down; his heart pounding hard against his ribcage as he leaned 
back against the edge of the bathtub, cold tiles under his ass and even colder iron pressing against his 
shoulder blades. Still, he felt nothing; his mind running wild while he watched water level rise to wash away the 


evidence of what had transpired. 


Only, it wouldn't wash away the shame. Wouldn't wash away the fear. The noise of the machine intensified as it 
worked itself up, and the bassist stared blankly at the contents swirling around and around through the 
glasslid. 


He didn't know how long he'd been sitting there, the chilly surroundings cooling the sweat to dry on his body 
like a sticky hue that made him tremble; made him freeze. He needed a shower. Yet, Steve made no attempt to 
move; the confusion even greater inside. He thought of Dave; of their friendship, of what Dave had said about 
Adrian, He thought of Dave's constant flirting with girls, taking them home; and of how he himself had always 
only thought of girls before as well. Only fancied girls. 


He wasn't into men, he knew wasn't, and yet the way his chest squeezed as he denied the notion that his mind 
was practically screaming at him was enough to convince him otherwise. Despite the way the bassist curled 


his fists so tightly they shook, ground his teeth hard enough to make his jaw ache. He couldn't change a thing. 


And finally, Steve's stubborness gave way. He couldn't lie to himself anymore, couldn't deny the truth. All of 
his muscles went slack, his willpower drained. He couldn't fight it, he was too tired; too worn out. Finally, he had 
not choice but to admit what he had known all along. He might fancy girls, he might not have ever looked at a 


man before. 


But he did look at Dave. His heart swelled whenever the blonde was close to him, his skin tingled whenever he 
touched him. A squeeze of the arm, a friendly hug. Their experimental kissing and touching. The bassist found 
he wanted Dave right there with him, to comfort him; to reassure him that this was normal. That he wasn't 
insane, that he wasn't a freak. That he was going to be alright. Anything to make the shame go away, to lessen 
the fright of the realization 


Blinking his eyes as his vision blurred, Steve bit his bottom lip hard enough to taste blood. He finally dared 
think the thought that he had been so terrified of, that he had fought with teeth and nails to discard. He 
didn't only want the blonde in a sexual manner, either. He wanted more, wanted the emotional closure. He 
wanted soft kisses and affectionate whispers. And he knew it then. He was in love with Dave. He was in love 


with he person he considered to be his best friend He was in love with another man. He was in love. 


Then, he wrapped his arms around himself and cried. 


Drunken Confessions 
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Steve grimaced as he downed another shot, the strong liquor burning his throat. He'd lost track of how many 
he'd had by now; six maybe? Seven? All he knew for sure was that there were way too many, and he was 
beginning to get really out of it; the buzz clouding his mind. The empty glasses lined up in a row in front of 
him on the bar desk almost seemed to blend together, and the more he blinked his eyes, the less focus he got. 


Rubbing his reddened nose with the back of his hand, his face feeling warm from the alcohol induced haze, the 
bassist ordered yet another drink and ignored the odd look the bartender gave him. It surprised him how he 
was still coherent enough to take the hint that he might be going a bit too far. 


‘You don't think you're having a bit much, eh, Harry? said a merry Adrian, nudging Steve's side lightly with his 


elbow as a huge grin split his face in two. 


Steve simply shook his head, fighting back a scowl of what could only be described as distaste, quelling his urge 
to grimace when touched by the other man and offering a small, drunken smile in return, his face bearing a 
deep flush by now, eyelids drooping. He didn't much fancy speaking to Adrian in general these days, especially 
not as he himself had retreated into himself. He'd began to purposely keep his distance from Dave, although 
the blonde still haunted his dreams at night, and where he'd left off Adrian would pick up. 


Overwhelmed by jealousy, the brunette could do nothing more than watch the two laugh it up, joking as they 
touched one another. It could be friendly gestures, it could be intimate; and Steve's envy made him view it as 


the latter every time. It hurt badly. 


However, intent on forgetting his troubles, when Steve reached out for the fresh shot he'd been served, he 
ended up grasping empty air a couple of times before getting it right and managing to actually pick the glass 
up. Hearing Adrian's soft laughter, the bassist got the gist of how far gone he actually was, annoyed by the 


amusement. 


Clearing his throat and keeping his face straight, briefly giggling at his own failure despite being bothered, the 
brunette felt slightly more confident as he finished the shot without spilling any liquid onto himself. That said, 
he slammed the empty glass down a bit too hard; too many inquisitive eyes turning his way and he ducked his 
head; even when drunk not quite able to dismiss the shy side of his character. 


Thing was, it wasn't really common for him to get wasted. Steve would normally want control, would want to 
be clear headed. He'd want to be able to superwise any situation, to always take charge. He rarely let the fear 
of losing it go and possibly ruining his own reputation, or simply just fucking with his own self esteem, for 
favour of a few hours of freedom. It scared him, most of the times, but tonight he wanted peace of mind. He 
knew that if he drank just enough, he could probably forget about his feelings. Could probably forget the 
reason for his foul mood, the reason he'd decided he wanted to go to the pub in the first place. Could probably 
forget the silky soft golden blonde hair and the big cheerful blue eyes. 


Another shot, and the bassist groaned, the warmth of the scalding liquid in his belly going through his body. 
The less coherent he got, the better he hoped he would feel. The less he hoped to think of Dave. The less he 
hoped he would feel for Dave. 


‘Steve. What the hell are you doing? 


The bassist narrowed his eyes as he turned to look over his shoulder, his heart skipping a beat as he laid eyes 
on the blonde standing right behind him; his next shot hanging mid air as Steve held it in one trembling hand. 
Less than a second later, a hand belonging to a very determined guitarist snatched it away and set it aside 


before the older man had even reacted enough to prevent it. 


The younger man's face wasn't really easy to make out in the dim light of the dingy bar, Steve could see a 
those big blue eyes that would torment his every waking moment staring back at him through the mist of 
intoxication, and a mass of long blonde silky hair, but that was it. He stubbornly ignored the way his belly 
fluttered, blinking his eyes a couple of times to try to see better, but it didn't help much. The man in front of 


his eyes almost appeared to float into two separate people. 


‘Wot's tha’ s'posed tmean..? the bassist giggled drunkenly, for some reason finding the visual of two Dave's 


reprimanding him highly amusing, unable to properly pay attention for once. 


‘You've had a bit too much, haven't you? You know how you get, it's not like you're like me or Ade. You get 
sort of pissy, or you cry like a bloody baby, said the blonde with a sigh, looking serious despite his facial 
features bleeding into one another; his lips pinched tightly together in frustration 


Steve scoffed, accidentally swiping his arm across the bar desk to knock the full shotglass over, spilling liquor 
over the polished wooden surface as well as his own pant leg. Barely paying it any attention, the brunette felt 
the sharp smell of alcohol prickling his nostrils and he wrinkled it accordingly. Wanting to face his friend, 

forgetting the faux pas instantly, the brunette attempted to turn around on his barstool. It was then that he 


became aware of his body not quite following his brain's impulses, causing him to nearly topple over. 


Thankfully, a firm hand grabbed ahold of his shoulder, keeping him upright. That too belonged to the blonde 
guitarist, and it sent a bolt of longing through the bassist's body as his shoulder and cheek pressed 


momentairly to the other man's firm chest. 


‘Well, tha's no' me fault, ‘sit? | do wo'ver | wont.. fuck off.’ the brunette rolled his eyes, half in annoyance, half 


in amusement to conceal his shyness; there was something oddly satisfying about seeing Dave act as his 


parent for once instead of the other way around. 


‘Well, I'm not letting you fuck yourself over. You'll end up in a fucking fist fight or whatever, | know what 
you're bloody like. Come here: 


The blonde was intent as ever, and despite Steve's somewhat slurred protests, the brunette was hastily pulled 
up on his feet and dragged outside into the fresh chilly Summer night air. The process took longer than usual, 
given how the bassists legs just wouldn't function properly; making him trip over his own feet and nearly 
stumble on the flat surface the floor made. Still, once they were outside, the mist stung Steve's cheeks; made 
him tremble although all he really felt was the artifical heat of alcohol coursing through his veins. That, and 
the desire stirred awake by Dave's brief manhandling, the buzz of need surging through his groin. 


‘Take a deep breath, Harry, instructed Dave, holding a bit too roughly onto the smaller man's bare upper arm, 
leaving marks and not letting up until Steve did as told. 


The smaller man muttered some quiet insults under his breath, eyes on the ground but he did inhale deeply; 
almost fooling himself into thinking it did make him feel less lightheaded. He repeated the procedure a couple of 
times before picking his head up and looking at Dave, and for the first time he noticed that the guitarist was 
genuinely concerned. At least, thats what his expression seemed to convey. furrowed golden brows, a small 


pout on his rosy pink lips. 


‘Steve, what's going on? You're not yourself lately, you haven't been for quite some time. | know you're not the 
most talkative bloke, but this is fucking ridiculous. We used to be able to talk, to hang out and have fun, and 
now you're shutting me out completely. You're getting wasted, and you're not even the bloody type to drink 
other than for fun. You don't drink yourself bloody legless! Talk to me... did | do something wrong?" the blonde 
said finally, his tone pleading, and his eyes looked so sad that Steve felt it almost like a slap in the face. 


“Snuthin... really, the brunette muttered under his breath, the insecurities clawing at his belly despite his 
alcohol induced haze. ‘S'pose | jus' needed t.. ge'me mind offa stuff.. 


‘That's fucking bollocks, and you know it, the blonde replied almost right off the bat, eyes narrowing 


dangerously. ‘Don't fucking lie to me, Harris: 


“Minot; hissed the bassist, tossing a fierce glare in Daves direction, clumsily folding his arms across his chest 


to empathize that. 


‘Yes you are. | understand if you aren't keen on talking about it, but there's obviously something fucking with 
your head. | thought we were friends? | know you can be fucking pigheaded, but at least you would know how 
to fucking talk to me, snapped the younger man as a retort, letting Steve go in favour of throwing his arms 
out. 


‘Perhaps ‘fye weren't such a fuckin’ arse." Steve muttered, turning his head the other way, he couldn't bare 


looking at the other man. 


There was a lump in his throat, a dull ache in his chest. He wanted to tell Dave what the matter was. He'd 
been concealing it for weeks now, ever since that first dream. Ever since he first realized that he was 
harvesting forbidden feelings for the guitarist. It terrified him still, but he'd figured that if he could hide and 
keep his distance, they'd disappear eventually. Instead, the longing seemed to grow in magnitude for each day 
that passed. By now, it was suffocating him. He craved to feel the guitarists soft lips to his own, to run his 
fingers across tender milky white skin. He craved the taste of nicotine kisses, the heady pleasure only Dave's 
touches could bring him. It was getting too much, it was overwhelming. And to know that Dave most certainly 


didn't miss him, didn't desire him the same way was heart breaking. 


‘|. is this about the, uh, the practice? Not the jamming, but - the other stuff.. asked Dave after a moment, 


his tone much softer now, almost hesitant. 


Steve couldn't speak; tongue tied and trapped. A group of drunks passed them by, the gang laughing and talking 
loud enough to be bordering on yelling as they slapped one another's backs. They unknowingly created a physical 
gap between the two young men lingering outside by the backdoor. Once they left, Steve finally dared to pick 
his head up. The wind blew a gush of Dave's sweet scent in his direction, making his breath hitch. Even in his 
state, he could tell the blonde was visibly distressed; insecure. 


‘No.. it's.. snot that... said Steve finally, shaking his head so the dark curls bounced, speaking only in half truths. 
‘Then.. what is it? Dave urged, before his expression softened and he moved just a little closer; reaching for 
the older man's cheek but instead, his hands came up when the bassist almost reared back, eyes wide in an 
instant as he stumbled over his own feet, nearly losing his balance. 

‘Don't. Ye'll make't worse..!' 

‘What? Make what worse..?' the blonde scowled again, more annoyed than concerned now. 

A heavy sigh. What could he do? Steve found there was no way out of this mess, his heart pounding hard in 
his chest. He almost found himself getting dizzy, having to lean against the brick wall behind him for support. 


He couldn't very well run away now, could he? 


S.. s'bout ye.. an’, well, me | s‘pose.. an’ Ade.. an’ all the birds yer seein’, an’ there's jus’... | dunno wot I'm 


talkin'bout.. 


‘Neither do |. What birds? And what does Ade have to do with us? asked the blonde, tilting his head to the 
side and placing his hands on his hips. 


‘|.. sijust.. when ye.. | miss our jammin’, | bludi miss out practice.. but | can't - | can't do it, Dave. Fucks me up, 
tdoes.. makes me feel shit, an’ l.. | dunno ‘ow tdeal with't - | - | thought twos.. jus' ye an' me, but ye told 
me.. | mean, ye told me ‘bout ye an’ Ade, a-an' then there's all the birds yer seein, an' l.. fuck.. like the one 


y'said gave ye ‘ead an’ - azan.. | can't do't, |--' 


Steve didn't know what he was trying to say anymore, squeezing his eyes shut as the shame washed over him 
again, holding himself tighter. He couldn't think straight, and now he was regretting drinking so much because 
perhaps if he hadn't, he might have been able to formulate his feelings properly. He might have been able to 
sound like less of a pathetic whimp. He might have been able to eloquently explain himself. Instead, his eyes 
burnt and his throat constricted painfully and he just wanted to be anywhere else. Anywhere Dave couldn't 


find him. 
‘Steve, are you trying to tell me that you're--' 


The brunette was thankful when putting his hand up successfully shut the blonde up. He didn't want Dave to 
be the one to say it out loud, if he had to acknowledge and admit he had stronger feelings; he would be the 
one to reveal it. Nobody else. Not even the object of his affections. 


‘|. don't. Don't say't. It's ‘ard enough, an’ | know yer not.. ye ‘ave Ade, wot do ye need me fer? Ye ‘ave yer girls. 
| couldn't compete, y'know? Not that ye'd wont me't. l'm.. I'm jus' a bloke, nuthin’ special. Y'know? Wot do | ‘ave 
toffer? Nuthin’. If ye.. if ye did swing tha' way, which - which | s'pose ye don't, eh? But.. but if ye did, ye'd be 
pickin’ Ade. Course ye would. ‘E's yer best mate. ‘E's the first one ye p-practiced with.. l'm jus' second rate, 
isn'tha' so? Fuck - wot the bludi ‘ell ‘m'l sayin'..?' 


Steve chuckled brokenly, the sound more reminiscent of a sob than any sort of laughter. He was pathetic, 
surely Dave would be disgusted by him. Would leave him right here, without another word. Would drop out of 
the band. Would pretend they'd never been friends. With his eyes watering against his will, the bassist prepared 
to be abandoned. It was what he deserved for assuming some not so innocent experimentation meant anything 
other than that. It had all been for him to learn something, to have practice preceeding his first debute into 
the world of sex. He knew how to kiss now, he knew a bit of what to do, even though he hadn't tried them on 
a female yet. He should be out there looking for a suiting girlfriend, not pining away for his friend Trembling, 


he turned away, expecting no further acknowledgement from Dave. 


Therefore, he was shocked to find a pair of slim but strong arms wrap around him to pull him close, securing 
the bassist within a warm embrace. There was the familiar scent of nicotine and cinnamon, the familiar 
warmth of a body he knew so well holding him tight. Steve didn't struggle, but instead melted into the blonde. 
He had longed for this for so long, the weeks forcing himself to stay away had been torturous. 


Long, gentle fingers ran through the bassist's wild dark curls, and Steve hid his face against the other man's 
shoulder. He didn't care who saw them, he didn't care that some guy walked past them, spitting their way and 
calling them faggots. Shaking hands came up to cling to the fabric of Dave's black leather jacket. 


‘| - lm sorry.. | didn't think I'd. the bassist mumbled, fighting hard not to cry and he was proud when he 
managed to hold the stubborn tears back. 


‘ts alright... the blonde murmured in response, shifting to cup the older man's cheeks in both hands, applying 


faint pressure to coax the other man into picking his head up. 


Steve hesitated at first, but allowed himself to be guided until he was looking up into the guitarist's face. His 
blue eyes were shining so brightly, framed by fair lashes. His pale skin in the dark, his pink lips, everything 
seemed to be glowing. To the brunette's eyes, the blonde was so beautiful that he nearly forgot how to 
breathe. Their noses brushed then; their lips mere inches apart. Hot, damp breath whispering past Steve's chin. 
The bassists stomach was churning, he could hear his pulse ringing in his ears. His skin tingled, the callused 


thumbs brushing his cheek bones calming him. He was entranced, overwhelmed. 


And then, Dave kissed him. A soft, chaste peck. It meant the world to Steve, his hands clinging to the younger 
man's elbows, desperate not to break their contact. And he wouldn't have, had that not been the moment his 
head began to spin. Had that not been the moment his stomach decided to agree with Adrian on the point that 
he'd consumed too much alcohol. Barely having time to pull away, Steve doubled over and heaved, throwing up 


right on the muddy pavement until his mouth tasted only of bile and iron 


Morning Has Broken 


Author's Notes: 
So, next chapter, we're getting closer and closer to the finale and | hope that this one is a satisfying mark on 


the road! Enjoy, read and please, leave reviews! | always love to read them :3 


Steve moaned, stretching and squeezing his eyes shut as the light seeping into the darkness of the room stung 
badly when he attempted to open them. His temples were pounding, his mouth feeling woolen and completely 
dry, and the bassist found he was extremely thristy; his stomach empty and aching in that particular gnawing 
manner. At least, the bed he was resting on was soft and downy, the blanket was warm and as he rolled over 
into the welcoming bedcloth, he buried his face in the pillow to protect himself from further discomfort. A 
familiar scent greeted him, lingering in the sheets, although the hangover made it difficult to pinpoint exactly 


where he recognized it from. All the brunette knew was that it made him feel safe. 


It took him a while before he made a second attempt to move. He might have been laying there for an 
additional half an hour, he couldn't tell as he kept drifting in and out of sleep. The headache didn't exactly make 
the rest easy, and there was a distant queasiness lingering just at the pit of his throat. Grunting, Steve picked 
himself up with his forearms against the mattress for balance, the bed springs creaking under his weight as 
he shifted. Rubbing his forehead, he ran his fingers through greasy matted bangs and grimaced in distaste. 
Only now did he pay attention to his own odour of sweat and booze, clinging to the tee and underwear he was 


clad in like a second skin. 


‘You're up early, given how late you got to sleep, course,’ said a soft, chipper voice and Steve's heart nearly 


stopped. 


Forgetting himself, the brunette's head snapped up out of reflex and his eyes flew open, a wave of nausea 
striking him so hard he had to close his eyes again to make sure he didn't get sick When he finally gathered 
his wits enough to look up again, face half concealed behind his tangled mop of dark curls, he was greeted by 
the sight of Dave sitting cross legged on a spare mattress on the floor. 


That's when Steve realized where he was, recognizing the beige wallpaper and the slight cluttered disorder of 
the room that he had become accostumed to spending more and more time in. Over the back of a familiar 
office chair hung his own neatly folded, dirty blue jeans. He was in Dave's bedroom, with Dave. And what little 
he could recollect of last nights events came rushing to the forefront of his mind as soon as he met the 


stare of his friend's huge blue eyes; shame and fear drowning him. 


The blonde must have noticed, must have read his expression accurately, because he immediately shook his 
head and raised his hands in a neutral gesture. His lips were pinched tightly together, the usually rosy colour 


faded, and as he shifted, Steve could see was wearing only boxers and a tee. 


‘Take it easy, mate, don't want you throwing up again, do we? You were bloody mental last night, still going at 
it until about half past three in the bloody morning, the blonde said, trailing off into a weak chuckle. ‘I've no 


idea how much you drank but it sure looked like a bloody sea to me! 


Steve said nothing, slowly sitting up and rubbing his temples with both hands, pushing his bangs out of his 
face. He suddenly caught himself feeling misplaced; awkward almost. He ducked his head, tucking some of the 
wild curls behind his ears as he leaned his back against the wall the bed stood poised against. He didn't know 
what to say, as if he couldn't speak. Neither did he want to make any sudden movements, case he might throw 


up again. He felt tense, insecure, every muscle strung out. Clearing his throat, he licked his dry lips. 


‘Oh, uh, you might want something to drink, right? the blonde was quick to ask, and when he received a small 
nod, he was up on his feet in a heartbeat. 


Steve watched the blonde disappear through the door, returning fairly soon carrying a glass of water. Averting 
his eyes, Steve gave an uneasy but thankful smile as he accepted the glass, ignroing the tingling sensation 
when their fingers brushed as he accepted the glass. He drank slowly until it was empty, setting the item aside 
on the bedstand. Not once did he looks Dave's way, but he heard the little bump when the man settled back 


down on his mattress. 


‘Do you.. remember any of last night? asked the guitarist to break the stifling silence that was becoming near 


enough bear. 


Hesitant for a moment, the brunette stalled before swallowing with an audible gulp. Then he nodded. He didn't 
remember everything per se, but enough for him to string together the bits and pieces. He remembered 
getting wasted at the bar, remembered following Dave outside for whatever reason. He remembered that 
they'd been talking; bit his own trembling bottom lip as he recalled the fact that he had admitted everything 


to his friend. He'd exposed himself, revealed his feelings. 


The knowledge weighed heavily on his shoulders; the bassist feeling cornered, vulnerable. He didn't remember 
how Dave might hav responded, if he had said anything at all, so the ball was in the other man's court. He 
could still dish out the killing blow. 


‘|. suppose you would remember what you told me then, eh?' said Dave after another pause, each one dragging 
out on the torture. 


Once more, Steve nodded with struggle. His chest felt tight, his throat constricting with anxiousness, 
anticipation, fear. For lack of anything better to do, he clasped his hands, fiddling with and rolling his thumb just 
to keep himself occupied. So he didn't have to look Dave in the eye. 


Meanwhile, memories rushed back to him. Memories of Dave by his side, half carrying his weight as he 
supported the him on their short walk to the nearest taxi stop. He remembered feeling sick and nearly hurling 
once they crossed the threshold of the house, and being rushed to the bathroom. He remembered fond, gentle 
hands holding back his hair and stroking his back until it was over. Helping him get undressed, helping him lay 


down. Helping him get up when he needed to puke again. It was mortifying, not that Dave hadn't behaved 
similarly with him in the past, but because this time, the blonde was aware of feelings for him. This time, 
Dave wasn't just a buddy but a crush. A love interest. 


‘Fuck, | can't have this conversation with you if l'm going to be doing all the talking, Steve. Do you have to be 
fucking drunk to actually say something? sighed the younger man in near exasperation, puffing and folding his 


arms across his chest, a scowl furrowing his golden brows. 


Steve opened his mouth before shutting it again, repeating the act several times and ending up very much 
reminiscent of a fish as he fought to find anything to say. He felt stupid, he'd never been a man of many 
words, but this was ridiculous even by his standards. He knew Dave, they'd been friends for a long time now. It 


shouldn't be this hard to speak to the man. Taking a deep breath, the bassist braced himself. 
‘|.. | don't really know wot ye wont me ta say..' he mumbled, mentally slapping himself for his petty failure. 


‘You're going to have to come up with something, Dave replied, shrugging. ‘You're the one who spoke to me 
last night, you said some stuff that.. frankly, I'm not sure how to take. | mean, you were drunk, you know.. | 
don't know which leg to stand on. | don't know whether you meant half of it, | don't know if you'd still stand for 
it: 


Steve swallowed again, dizzy as the ache in his head intensified with the quickening of his heart rate. His hands 
felt clammy, his face pale. He was being made to admit everything all over again, to once again cut his heart 
open and spill gut. It had been painful the first time, only made possible by his alcohol induced haze that 
allowed for sentiment. Now, it felt like a near impossible task. Rubbing at his nose with the back of his hand, 
the bassist pulled his legs up against his chest and sighed. He didn't have much of a choice. 


'|.. | spose l.. mostly remember wot | said, l.. | don't.. wot | said, | meant. Wot I'm tryin ta say is - is thot.. 
that | s'pose | fancy ye.. like.. uh, like the way one might fancy a pretty bird.. | know it's, well, frankly cocked 
up.. | didn't mean fer it ta ‘appen, bludi ‘ell, it just.. it just did: 


Steve's voice had gone from his usual mumbling tone, to so quiet it was barely above a whisper by the time 
he finished the less than coherent confession. His heart hammered against his ribcage, one hand having 
subconsciously moved to frantically fiddle with the ends of his curls. Time seemed to stand still, Dave's silence 
unbearable and the only sounds echoing throughout the room were those of their breathing, and the ticking of 
the alarm clock residing on top of the bedstand. Steve wanted to scream, to cry, to laugh maniacally, anything 
to spur a reaction out of his friend. He didn't know which hurt worse; the way the blonde wouldn't say a thing 
to address his confession, or the way he imagined a rejection must be the only likely reponse he could receive 
at this point. With burning, almost watery eyes, the brunette fought fiercely against his own emotions. 


He couldn't help but flinch, when suddenly the other man moved to get up on his feet. With his heart leaping 
up in his throat, Steve's head flew up only to catch Dave moving closer and settle down at the bedside. Him 
being so close, the brunette felt his skin prickle and tingle, longing to be touched by those same hands he knew 


so well. Callused; gentle yet still firm. Knowing exactly where to touch, which pace to go. Knowing how to 


soothe, and how to carress. 


Now, they remained folded on the blonde's lap, soft golden waves of hair concealing the younger man's face 
properly. All Steve could make out from this angle was the slightly upturned nose, and the full pink lips, far 
from enough to read an expression. He didn't dare to move. 


‘Look, Steve, l.. when we started out, l.. | wasn't thinking of what it might lead to, you know? | remembered 
what me and Adrian used to do to relieve our needs back in the day, long before | even knew you. | thought, 
since we're mates, why not give it a shot. You didn't protest or reject the suggestion, eh? So, | went on. | 


might have.. taken it a bit farther than | ought to, and farther than | had intially intended,’ said the blonde, his 
Tone steady. 


It already hurt, the painful dull burn contained within Steve's chest growing in magnitude. He could already see 
where this was heading, and he wanted to tell Dave to shut up. To stop. No more of this. No more torture, no 


more suffering, no more. He understood, it didn't need to be said out loud. 


But instead, he found himself tongue tied; the bridge of his nose burning in that telltale manner that warned 
him of how he was going to cry. He would tear up and end up looking pathetic in front of the person who was 
so clearly about to reject his affections, to turn him down. With shaking hands, Steve pressed his palms tightly 
against his thighs, clenching his jaw until he was certain he could live through the pain. 


‘Thing is.. with Ade, l.. | suppose | was the one to gain some sort of - well, | fancied him, | suppose. And | was 
quite certain he felt the same way, so when | told him about it, | expected him to return the feelings, you 
know? Well, truth is, he didn't. Said he'd never thought of me in that manner, he'd mostly been a bit curious. 
Course, he was apologetic, felt genuinely guilty for intiating stuff with me without realizing he was leading me 
on, you know? | didn't blame him, still don't. He thought it felt good, and so did |. It happens, bloody hell, | 


couldn't very well expect him to love me just like that. Doesn't work that way now, does it? 


Steve's eyes went wide at that, a chill passing through his body, leaving him frozen in place. Unable to take his 
eyes off of the side of his friend's face, unable not to notice the slight hunch of his back or the tightly balled 
fists. It was as if he was seeing Dave in a new light, as if there was some sort of connection he'd missed in 
the past that was now weaving them together. No matter where this revelation would lead them, the bassist 
knew now that the guitarist understood him. 


‘Either way, you know, | was quite heartbroken. Really. Took me a long time to be okay. So, needless to say, | 
went headfirst into this thing with you, knowing very well it was an awful fucking idea. | knew how devastated | 
was that time, so | suppose you could say it was selfish of me. Thing is, l.. it was on my terms. | came to you, 
you said yes. You let me, you know? And | wanted you to say yes, fuck, | was scared you wouldn't. I'd been 
thinking about it for the longest time, so once the opportunity finally presented itself. Dave finally admitted, 
reaching up to push his hair back and finally sparing a glance over his shoulder for the older man by his side. 


‘| think you can figure why out all on your own, eh? 


A sudden flash of colour flooded the bassist's face; his cheeks burning hot. There was something in Dave's 


eyes that he had never seen there before, or perhaps he had seen it, but without paying proper attention. A 
sort of longing; a heat that reflected the one contained within his own dark orbs. A fire from within, all too 
telling. Shifting, the blonde pulled his legs up underneath himself on the bed and turned fully towards the other 


man. 


Their gazes locking; the bassist found his entire being overwhelmed as Dave's hand reached out for him. Long, 
gentle fingers ran up the length of his bare arm; making him shudder involuntarily. They continued to trail 
higher, tracing the curve of his his shoulder through thin black cotton fabric; fingertips ghosting over the 
pulse point, along the jaw until it cupped the brunette's cheek. The tip of the guitarists thumb sweetly 


brushed Steve's bottom lip and the older man's mouth fell open almost as if on cue. 
‘l, well, I'd say | fancy you too, you know.. the guitarist murmured weakly. 


Blue eyes wavered then, Dave's gaze dropping down but he didn't pull back, simply kept his hand pressed to 
Steve's heated crimson red cheek. And for the first time, the brunette found the courage he'd been missing; 
daring to invite and reciprocate all of Dave's actions. Boldly, his own hand came up to encompass the back of 
Dave's long neck, his fingers disappearing into the silky soft golden hair of his friend's. Taking the cue with a 
sweet, almost bashful smile which looked surprisingly fitting, he blonde closed the distance between them and 
pressed his lips to Steve's, almost hungrily. 


Felt as if he was falling through space and time, the kiss fluid and smooth after all their practice. Passionate, 
yet slow. Ferocious, yet tender. Everything all at once, and the way the tip of Dave's tongue found it's way to 
tease the roof of Steve's mouth in that manner which always made him moan wasn't even embarrassing 


anymore. 


Instead, their breaths came in heavy pants through their noses, both of them shifting and moving closer until 
their bodies could mold together. Their noses bumping, their hands everywhere. On top of their shirts, under 
them. Steve's palms found Dave's lower back where the tee had slid up, nails digging into the pale flesh to 
anchor himself as lust surged through him in a heady mix that clouded his mind and judgment, made his cock 
twitch in approval. At the same time, Dave's fingers simultaneously found the older man's nipples, pinching 


them playfully until the peaked. 


When they finally broke apart, they were both ought of breath, bodies warm with desire. Steve found himself 
entranced by Dave's glazed over eyes, his pupils dilated and his flushed cheeks glowing faintly. His lips were 
swollen, making them appear even fuller, and his hair feathered. Inhaling deeply, the bassist decided to attempt 
another act of bravery, urging the other man back against the wall and doing his best to somewhat gracefully 
straddle the guitarist's lap. 


Steve was pleased to see the blonde's eyebrows fly up in surprise for a second or two. Dark chocolate brown 
eyes pleaded then, needing to hear the words said out loud again. Needing the confirmation that this was not 
just a game, needing to look into Dave's eyes to see sincerity. At first, the blonde seemed caught aback, almost 
fearful, and opted to swoop in for another kiss but when he was denied as the brunette turned his head to 
the side, pulling back. Only slightly hesitant, Dave caved in. 


‘Steve.. | want you.. please.. | need you, |. 


‘Ye wot?" said the bassist then, he himself taken aback by the sharp tone to his voice but he remained 
steadfast, his eyes fixed on Dave's despite his shyness. 


The younger man lowered his gaze then, teething his own bottom lip as if he himself had trouble saying the 


words out loud. 


‘| fancy you. Bloody hell do | fancy you, | - fuck what anybody else says. Please, Steve, you're fucking with my 
head now.." he exhaled while finally meeting the bassist's gaze, cautious hands running up Steve's sides; slipping 


beneath the tee once more to feel warm tan skin. 


Steve's eyes fell half shut then; the sensations and the words overwhelming him; making him shudder. The 
buzz of arousal was becoming a steady hum, his cock already pulsing as his crotch ground into the blonde's 
lower belly. Naughty hands wandered up his back, rubbing his shoulderblades before descending down the spine 
until they could squeeze both the bassist's ass cheeks firmly, making him gasp in response while the mounds 
were slowly kneaded. Then, in the wink of an eye, Steve found himself trapped on his back with the weight of 
the other man's body on top of him, pressing him down into the soft mattress. 


Instinctively, Steve spread his legs wide apart, hooking them over the backs of the blonde's bare thighs to mold 
their hips together. The blonde's stiff shaft pushed against his own through the fabric of both their tented 
underwear, Steve rock hard in the matter of seconds once the younger man's mouth found the side of his 


neck and latched onto the pulse point hard enough to leave visible hickies and bruises. 


‘Uhn.. Dave... the bassist grunted, hazy eyes snapping open as suddenly the other man pulled back to prop 
himself up with his hands on either side of the brunette's head. 


‘Well, not to cock up the mood, but blimey, if you don't smell like shite! No offense. How about, uh, we take a 

fair shower? You're gon’ make me limp as a bleeding sock if you're going to stink like this, the blonde laughed 
almost shyly, nudging Steve's nose with his own to let him know he was half teasing, and already rolling off of 
him to pull his shirt over his head. 


Steve pouted, once again blushing and grimacing when he caught a whiff of his own stench, wrinkling his nose. 


‘Fine. Ye win! 


Washing It OFF 


Author's Notes: 
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Steve was quick to follow Dave to the bathroom, although still keeping his clothes on. He wasn't sure they 
whether were alone in the house, although Dave's sporadic undressing on the way spoke for it. He wouldn't take 
any risks, keeping his eyes on the floor tiles as he crossed the threshold It was a fairly spacious room, 
containing a corner shower along with the usual toilettries. On the wallrack hung fresh fluffy towels and a 
bathrobe, and toothbrushes stood lined up on top of the sink A sight Steve had seen a million times, but this 
was different. Now, this particular bathroom would be the first place where the bassist spent his time with 
the other man fully naked. 


Sure, Steve might have exposed other body parts to the blonde. They had undressed together before and 
after gigs, had of course had their practice stints. But some sort of clothing had always been present, and 
suddenly Steve felt anxious about the fact. The other man didn't seem to share his concern however, as he 
quickly stripped out of his boxers, half hard cock on proud display while he pulled the shower curtain aside and 
leant forward to set the faucets right. He then extraced the bottles of shampoo and conditioner that might be 


needed from the mirror cabinet before turning in the brunette's direction There was a soft smile on his face. 


‘You're not going to shower with your clothes on, are you? he chuckled, poking Steve's nose playfully as he 


waited. 


The bassist shook his head and blushed, before reaching for the hem of his tee and pulling it over his head. He 
felt the stench of sweat even more pronounced now, hoping it wouldn't appal Dave, but when the blonde made 
no move he felt more secure. He could feel the other man's eyes appreciatively on him when he dropped his 
hands to remove his slightly tented boxer briefs, sliding them down his long legs and leaving them in a little 
heap on the floor. Without looking up, he quickly turned around to lock the bathroom door just in case. 


‘There's no one home, you know. No worries,' said the blonde, and when Steve turned back towards him, he was 


met by an outstretched hand as the other man already had one foot in the shower stall. 


Swallowing hard, trying not to stare at the younger man's bare flesh, he accepted it and followed. Scooting to 
the farther end of the stall once he stepped inside, Steve watched Dave pull the curtain closed; its feminine 
pattern of purple flowers on a white canvas odd given the position they were in. From this angle, the brunette 
could easily watch the blonde's pale little ass, even whiter than the rest of his milky skin. His long golden waves 
fell gently over his shoulders; his shoulderblades flexing as he moved. Even the tiny, light hairs on his arms 
and legs stuck out in the flourescent light. Turning the hot water on, finally, Dave flipped his hair back and 


Steve found he wanted to teeth the side of that long neck as it was exposed. Then, the spray began to fall, 
Dave adjusting it without getting wet before it was the right heat and pressure he wanted. 


‘There we go, better get the grime off of you,' laughed the guitarist, stepping back and motioning for Steve to 
take his place under the water first. 


The bassist smiled shyly in return but didn't protest, he did feel greasy and dirty. The cramped space didn't 
allow him to pass the younger man by without their hips briefly bumping however, Dave's bicep gracing the 
brunette's before he could move into position The faintest touch of skin to skin had Steve's body react, 
buzzing with arousal as his cock twitched. Still, he ignored that; ignored the way his face grew hotter when he 
shut his eyes and let the spray of the hot water rain down on him. It wet his hair, glueing the curls to his 
protruding cheekbones, pouring over his face as he let his head fall back, the water running down his body in 
rivulets. He couldn't suppress the small moan of relief and appreciation that slipped past his lips, the tension in 


his muscles washed down the drain with the excess water. 
‘Fuck, Harry.. you're beautiful like this, murmured the blonde, and it made Steve's heart skip a beat. 


‘Thank you,’ he mumbled in return, not sure what else to reply to such a compliment, lowering his head as he 
opened his eyes, staring at the stark white tiles in front of him. 


‘Just stay where you are, eh? the blonde said suddenly, and Steve almost jumped in surprise when he felt the 


other man's nude chest pressing into his back for a moment. 


Stiff nipples and the brush of course blonde chest hair against the brunette's spine made him feel tingly, 
watching the arm that reached past him to grab the shampoo bottle off of the shower stall. Then, the 
guitarist stepped back and tiny popping noise echoed throughout the room. Steve shuffled his foot against the 
floor, folding his hands neatly in front of his hips as he waited, sucking on his bottom lip. He heard the telltale 
noise of Dave squirting the cool liquid into his palm, and then the blonde's chest was grazing his back again as 
the bottle was returned to its intial spot. A small frown crossed Steve's face when one hand reached for his 
waist, gently motioning for him to take a couple of steps back and out of the spray, though he didn't protest. 
The fingers felt warm, and when they disappeared, the bassist found himself pouting. 


Steve briefly glanced over his shoulder to catch the sight of the grinning blonde rubbing his hands together, 
and he quickly turned back, gasping in surprise as long fingers slid into his damp dark curls. The faint pressure 
applied as Dave began to lather his hair was heaven, palms pressing firmly against his scalp; fingertips 
massaging the roots. The bassist felt his breath hitch, gasping quietly when the twin spots behind his ears 
were traced, thumbs rubbing all the way down his nape and to the base of his throat then going back up. 


Strangely enough, the intimate act was a catalyst for both his heart and his dick. Tidal waves of blood pulsed 
through his shaft, made it swell, even twitch when the back of his head was briefly scraped by fingernails. 
Then, the pads of the blonde's fingers travelled to his hair line, smoothing back any hair and scrubbing along 
the top of the forehead to gather up the bangs. 


And Steve thought that was going to be it, his breath a bit ragged when the hands withdrew, the brunette 
about to step under the spray again when firm hands caught a gentle hold of his shoulders and stopped him 
dead in his tracks. Then, Dave reached for the bottle again, and Steve understood, patiently waiting for his 
friend - was he still a friend? What were they now? - to repeat his previous actions. When the bottle was 
securely returned, Steve flinched as the same callused hands from before traced the base of his neck; the 
liquid serving to make the movements slick. They worked the cleansing shampoo into every bit of the older 
man's body; beginning at the shoulders and going down the arms all the way to the wrists. Steve didn't mind 
that, however, as he felt the younger man's body his; semi hard cock brushing the small of his back. 


The guitarist seemed to be taking advantage of the narrow space and their closeness, because his hands came 
around to the front. He propped his chin on Steve's shoulder, and the bassist tipped his head to the side to 
lean into the blonde's temple when fingers combed through his curly chest hair. The same mischievous digits 
soon found his nipples, taking a break from work as they circled the pink nubs, only grazing them on every 
tenth or twelfth stroke. The act made the bassist moan, needing more of the attention, and when Dave's 
fingers closed in to finish off with a little twin pinch, he almost mewled out loud. 


Still, the brunette bit the sounds back, silenced by his own pride, and focused on the way those warm hands 
worked the suds down his body. Over his spine, to the small of his back. Then, they found his ass and Steve 
tensed up; cheeks clenching as strong knowing hands squeezed the pert mounds accordingly; kneading them. For 
some reason, that particular touch made the brunette's balls pull up, and he couldn't help but push back just a 


tad, the playful finger briefly running down the length of his crack both frightening and exhilirating. 


Steve remembered his vivid dream, the curiousity regarding how it would feel for Dave to touch his rose 
never having died down ever since; the bassist longing to know how it would feel in real life. But the hands 
wouldn't linger for long anywhere. They moved to the brunette's thighs, massaging the backs before index and 
middle finger of the right hand slipped higher, trailing the sensitive inner thigh area with sharp nails before 
putting pressure to the spot behind Steve's balls from below. The bassist jolted in response, spreading his legs 
just a bit so he could feel more of the tentative touches, his hands clinging tightly to each other until his 
knuckles turned white. 


‘Do you want me to go on? coved the blonde's voice, pressing a small chaste kiss to the other man's earlobe 


before nipping at it. 


‘Yeah. breathed Steve, face red and eyes heavy lidded; nodding as he pressed his palms to the base of his own 


cock, needing more friction. 


Dave said nothing else, but instead let the same digits remain where they were, firmly rubbing back and forth, 
just where he knew the bassist needed it. The free hand however, dragged a lazy fingertip up over Steve's pale 
left ass cheek, tickling the crevice for a second before it came around to the front, moving over the jut of 
the bassist's hip bone on the way. Soon, it grazed wiry dark pubes and went lower, the brunette's hands 
moving out of the way right on cue and Steve put them flat against the still cold wall tiles for support. His 
eyes fell shut again, mouth hanging open as a fingertip followed the crescent moon trail of the overside of the 
base of his cock; applying a harsh sudden pressure to the spot where the bassist's heavy balls connected with 


his now stiff cock when it slipped beneath. The older man's hips jerked in response, the stimulation making him 


groan out loud. 


Steve couldn't think straight, all the blood abandoning his head as his cock throbbed tidally, long strong fingers 
rubbing the remainder of the shampoo into his pubes, down the front of his thighs and along his balls; cupping 
and squeezing the orbs in the process. The head of his cock was already oozing precum to dribble down the 
rod, mingling with the lathered suds at the base of it. Every little touch made his hips stutter in response, the 
area overly sensitized and the panted gasps spilling from his throat came rapidly. Somewhere at the back of 
his mind, Steve also registered the way Dave's lean body molded into his own from behind; a cock as hard and 


engorged as his own poking him persistently. 


‘Turn around, love," murmured a husky voice close to the brunette's earlobe, and despite his wobbly legs, the 


bassist obeyed almost instantaneously. 


Suddenly shy again, Steve lowered his eyes once he came face to face with the other man, thick black lashes 
concealing them to the other man's vision as he set his gaze on the floor. The blonde's nicely shaped calves 
and feet were the only part of him in still in sight. It felt like an eternity, Steve's ragged breathing echoing 
throughout the room, until the faint pressure of palms to his collabones coaxed him to step back until he 
came under hot spray again Steve moaned then; a low, lustful noise - as Dave's hands came up again to 


venture into his wet curls. 


They began to massage the scalp, this time to cleanse; fingertips tracing the roots and tickling the bassist's 
temples, the backs of his ears, his nape. They ventured down the sides of his neck, ghosting over his jugular, 
thumbs grazing the veins until the touch made the brunette's skin prickle. Shampoo and water cascaded from 
Steve's nude body; splattering the floor, the suds swirling down the drain while the hands descended down his 
body, and when his eyes fluttered up to meet the younger man's burning, hazy blue orbs the snap was almost 


audible. 


It took less than a second for the bassist's arms to fly up, nails digging into the younger man's shoulderblades 
as he forced Dave closer until their chests pressed together; until their lips met amd molded as one. Their 
kisses were deep, sloppy, hungry. Teeth clashing, lips bruising, and Steve yelped into Dave's mouth as he was 
backed up against the stall wall; the contrast between steam covered cold tiles and aroused heated skin making 
the bassist shudder. The guitarists hands were everywhere all at once; discovering, exploring. There were no 


limits now, and the man was taking full advantage of it. 


At the same time, the brunette found himself daring to do the same. He hurried to feel, to touch, to entice. 
To trace the other man's spine, run his fingers through his hair, squeeze his ass. To let the desire fill him up 
and drown him. He trembled once the blonde broke the kiss in favour of devouring the side of his neck, hard 
kisses and nips leaving crude bitemarks against any patch of skin he could latch onto; hot breaths wispering 
past tingling flesh. It made Steve dizzy, made his cock jump where it pressed against the other man's loins. 


‘D-dave. the bassist moaned, one hand lost in the guitarist's thick blonde strands of hair, the other busy 


clinging to the man's ass cheek; nails dug in like little daggers. 


‘Mhm.. was the blonde's only reply, but he understood all the same, shifting and letting his right hand trail a 


tentative finger lazily over the line of dark hair from Steve's torso down to his groin 


Steve gasped as callused fingertips brushed the vein straining along the underside of his cock, so aroused he 
knew he would need very little stimulation to go off; letting his head fall back against the wall. He'd never felt 
this way, like his body ddin't belong to himself, Dave got under his skin, overpowered him like a drug, and when 
finally the rock hard shaft of another heated rod pressed against his own - the brunette feeling it throb and 
pulse in time with his own - his breath hitched Then, the guitarist's long wicked fingers encased them both, 
both lengths lined up and enclosed within the same fist as best as possible. 


The grip tightened; a long slow stroke upwards, pulling the foreskin back and the thumb grazing both heads 
simultaneously before the fist dropped down hard. Steve felt his eyes roll back into his head, his mouth falling 
open, his lower body thrusting forwards to meet the pace the other man was setting. The bassist could feel 
Dave roll his hips right back at him, felt the man's breath coming short against his earlobe as the man nibbled 
it greedily. 


‘P-please..' Steve heard someone say with a broken moan and it took a moment for him to register that it was 


his own voice; begging Dave to make him climax, his face flushing crimson red at the realization 


Yet, needing more friction; the bassist's hands dropped to grab ahold of the blonde's flanks, urging him closer 
until the hand pumping their shafts steadily was almost squashed between their bodies. Steve felt their taut 
balls press together and began to rock back and forth; rubbing his own tight orbs against the guitarists, the 
extra stimulation making the edge close in even faster. Dave grunted in response, reciprocating the act until 


they were both panting, dancing on the edge and ready to go off, grinding fervently against one another. 


One of Steve's hands blindly fumbled its way closer to the action, closing on top of the blonde's and helping 
him wank them both, applying more pressure and making the friction more notable as they lost their rhythm; 
and the brunette choked on a whimper when the pleasure peaked. Heated ropes of cum splattered their lower 
bellies and Steve's legs nearly gave out on him as Dave frantically yanked his oversensitized cock along in 
pursuit of ultimate completion. He could barely breathe, falling out of time, going out of his own mind; several 
full body shudders wracking his frame. Three more pulls had the older man see stars, and then the younger 
followed suit; groaning Steve's name out loud in a mantra before dropping his sweaty forehead against the 
brunette's shoulder. 


‘B-blimey.. bloody h-hell.. chuckled Dave before he could even control his own voice, and Steve couldn't help 
but smile fondly, one shaking hand coming up to cradle the back of the other man's head, petting the wet mane 
fondly while leaning back against the wall for support. 


‘Yeah... he agreed, listening to the still running hot water as it washed any traces of their completion away. 


Shutting his eyes, the brunette exhaled shakily, feeling strong arms come around his waist and pulling him in. 
He allowed it. He had never been one to much enjoy physicality, touches or hugs seemed to irk him, but this 


was different. He wanted to be close to Dave, craved it even, and despite his shyness, he did his best not to 
avert his gaze once the guitarist picked his head up to look at him. The man's chubby round cheeks were 
flushed, his already plump lips swollen. His eyes were still dazed in the aftermath, big and bright and blue, his 
wet golden hair sticking to the sides of his face. 


‘Steve..?' he said, voice still unsteady, while reaching up to tangle his fingers in damp dark curls, twirling one 


around his index finger. 


The older man swallowed nervously, his throat constricting as his insecurites were stirred awake again. He 
couldn't speak, but simply nodded in response, licking his lips. There was a serious expression on Dave's face, 
but still a tenderness in his eyes. It made the bassist feel flustered, his hands dropping to cling to the small of 
the guitarist's back with determination, reluctant to let go should he be asked to. 


‘|.. well, | meant what | said before. | do fancy you. | don't give a bloody fuck if you're a bloke, you know. | want 
to be with you. Would - would you consider it..? | don't know if, uh, if itd be as a boyfriend or whatever. | 
don't know how much you're comfortable with, but I.. | just want to be with you, nobody else. No more girls, 


no Ade; nothing. Only you,' he murmured, quietly, and this time it was blue eyes wavering instead of brown 


Steve felt his stomach flutter wildly, his heart skipping a beat in his chest only to begin hammering wildly. 
There was that excitement, that overwhelming sense of joy and fulfillment to wash away any fear of 
perceptions. His body had already made up his mind for him, long before his brain could even think about 
possible cons. Dave wanted to be with him; damn the rest, damn perceptions. The shy, genuine smile that split 
the bassist's face in that insant told a thousand truths before the words even left his mouth. It conveyed 


every ounce of emotion that the brunette was feeling. 


‘Yes. An‘ | wouldn't think I'd need any time ta think it over: 


Faggot 


Author's Notes: 
So, a little drama as promised, and Steve coming out of his shell now that there's something more serious 


between himself and Dave going on. Hope you enjoy ) 


‘Faggot: 


Steve's ears perked the very instant he heard the insult; the man putting his notebook, in which he had been 
scribbling down a couple of ideas for lyrics, on his lap. The slurr wasn't aimed directly at him, but it made his 
stomach sink all the same, knowing it might just as well have been and he picked his head up. He already 
recognized the voice, knew who had said it. It wasn't the first time he heard the word uttered in his presence, 


but what was new was the target. 


Across the room in the small, worn rehearsal local sat Dave perched on an amp, hands tightly clutching the 
neck of the latest addition to his ever growing guitar collection tightly. Leaning over him was Paul, his hair 
standing on ends and likely more than half drunk with the way he had been chugging beer bottles ever since he 
walked through the door. There was a nasty smirk on his face, his eyes narrowed. It made Steve purse his lips, 


itching to make a remark, to shoot the singer down. 


‘You're not gonna deny it, are you? Like | wouldn't know you'd be lyin’ anyway, fuckin’ fairy, scoffed Paul, 
raising up to his full height and puffing his chest out to look intimidating, hands on his hips as he stared the 


smaller blonde down. 
‘Wot ‘ave we said about that bludi attitude?! 


Steve tossed a stern glare in the other man's direction, eyebrows furrowed as he set the notebook aside 
completely. He was already tiring of Paul's attitude as a whole, taking nothing serious and rarely showing up 
sober even to serious gigs. Sure, being buzzed was one thing but downright shit faced another, and who knew 
what else the man might be on. Not to speak of the way he'd been treating his band members and their fans, 
hazing and bullying. Trouble was, there had been no direct replacement until recently. That said, the bassist 
wasn't going to sit idly by, watching his recently proclaimed boyfriend get hounded. His blood boiled as he got 
up off the battered settee where he'd been poised, all eyes suddenly on him although Dave's big blue ones 
seemed to be peering almost bashfully out from beneath a mop of golden blonde strands. 


‘What fuckin’ attitude? l'm just sayin’ it as it is. Statin’ facts, Harry. He's a fag, | don't even get why he's even 
in this fuckin’ band, he's gonna cock up our reputation, ain't he? Shagging blokes, they'll know us as the band of 


fuckin’ queer homos. Who the fuck is gonna wanna listen to that? 


The bassist watched as Paul threw Dave another mean look, nose wrinkled in obvious distaste. It was clear he 


didn't think too highly of the guitarist, had been from the start, but this was taking it too far and Steve 
watched the blonde cower, head hung and shoulder slumped. It was such an odd visual, the always chipper and 
cheerful Dave, always with a bright white beam on his face, now quiet and clearly ashamed. Ashamed of the 
fact that he fell for guys as well as girls, something he couldn't help, something that had ended up making the 
bassist the happiest man in the world. It seemed that the further Paul empathized the fact negatively, the 
farther into the ground the blonde wanted to sink The more Steve wanted to knock his lights out, irritated and 


annoyed rather than fearful. 


‘Well, ‘ooever ‘e's shaggin’, that's none o' yer damn business, is it? Steve finally retorted, voice strict and firm, 


like an adult speaking to a disobedient ignorant child. 


The shocked expression he got in return surprised the brunette; it was as if the singer had expected him to 
side with him. Course, his bigoted view was quite common, sadly, but the man ought to know Steve wasn't one 
to judge, even inspite of his own newly discovered knowledge about his own sexuality. It wasn't a crime to like 


both, or even guys only. 


‘You can't be serious, expectin’ me to overlook that! | fuckin’ saw him! exclaimed the man, throwing his arms 
out in near exasperation. ‘| saw him suckin’ some damn bloke's prick at the pub just the other night, after the 
show! | went out the backdoor to have a smoke, and there he is! On his knees like a common fuckin’ harlot! How 
come that doesn't fuckin’ put you off? You can't expect me to let it be, its not fuckin’ normall It's sick, is 


what it isl 


Steve visibly flinched at that, biting the inside of his cheek to keep his composure intact. He remembered that 
night fairly well, despite the fact that he'd been pretty buzzed. Dave slandering up to him after the show, 
complimenting him on his playing as usual and suggesting they head towards the back area all while devouring 
the side of his neck. If he swept his hair aside, the brunette was sure he still had some visible marks to tell 


the tale. 


Instead of the makeout session he had been expecting at the time, the blonde had proceeded to go down on 
him, sucking him deep down his throat and swallowing everything he had to give. The bassist had no idea at the 
time that they were being watched, thankful for how dim the lights had been. Paul had likely only noticed Dave 
thanks to his blonde hair being easier to spot in the dark, but either way it wasn't fair. Folding his arms across 
his chest, Steve snorted. 


‘Its me band, an’ I'll do wotever the ‘ell | please. If its not ta yer likin’, there's the door,’ he said calmy, 
gesturing towards the only exit way. 


The singer simply shook his head in disbelief, muttering some cusses under his breath but saying nothing else 
as he walked over to the other end of the room, leaning against sill and lighting himself a cigarette by the half 
opened window. Steve had shot him down successfully, but the atmosphere in the room wasn't exactly 
comfortable. Adrian and Clive were attempting to make small talk during the little break to ease the mood, 
chattering about a couple of underground bands they'd had the pleasure of stumbling across on the latest 


tour. 


Steve did his best to return to his writing, but any time he looked up he just felt guilty when met by the 
vision of Dave still curled up on top of his amp. The usual bright smiles and contagious laughter were sorely 


missing, and the disgusted looks Paul kept throwing in the blonde's direction were enough to make Steve grind 
his teeth together. 


The straw that broke the camel's back came when it was time to actually pick their instruments back up, the 
band setting aside the biscuits, coffee and beer they'd been nurturing for a bit of an energy boost. Paul had 
unwillingly given up on a cigarette for Dave when Adrian had snatched two out of the pack he kept in the 
pocket of his leather jacket. Grunting some barely audible insult under his breath, he hadn't outwardly objected 
right then despite the obvious hesitance from Dave when Ade lit it for him. It wasn't until he had to butt it 
out in the ashtray on the windowsill that the shit hit the fan. As Clive climbed behind his drumset and Adrian 
tuned his guitar accordingly, Steve turned his back on Paul and Dave by the window just for a moment, 
kneeling to get his bass out of its case. That was all it took 


‘Don't you fuckin’ touch me, faggot! 


A crash, and in the matter of seconds, the bassist was back on his feet, eyes wide. On the floor lay the 
ashtray, cigarette butts and burnt out ashes littering the wine red wall to wall carpet. Paul stood in front of 
the window, gritting his teeth and looking absolutely offended. A couple of feet away was Dave, one hand 


covering the side of his face and feathery blonde hair concealing his eyes from view. 


In two quick strides, the bassist was by the guitarists side, forgetting all about the other three guys as he 
gently swept Dave's golden strands aside, tucking them behind his delicate ear. With his free hand, he reached 
for the guitarist's slim wrist and urged him to expose the injured side of his face. It was clear that Paul had 


struck him. 


‘What the fuck is wrong with you? He didn't even do shit! said Adrian's voice, he too getting up to walk over 
and tend to the blonde, although keeping a bit of distance when seeing that the bassist was already checking 


him up. 


Steve said nothing as he examined the swell of the blonde's chubby cheek, lips pinched tightly together when 
noting the bruising was already beginning. The corner of Dave's lips was stained by a little crimson blossom of 
blood and the brunette used a gentle thumb to wipe the wetness away, his heart sinking. It was his fault that 
the guitarist seemed so hopeless; so embarrassed, so humiliated. It was his fault that he'd been hurt, he 
should have snapped and kicked Paul's ass out the moment he first said the hurtful words. Perhaps the 
bassist himself could bear with the insults, but it was clear his boyfriend could not. He took them to heart; he 
was an easy target for a bully, insecure underneath his happy and outgoing facade. Easy to walk all over. And 


Paul didn't even know that his slurrs applied to the both of them. 


‘Why the hell are you on his side? He's the fuckin’ homo! He tried to fuckin’ come onto mel | don't want him to 
turn me bloody queer too! He should feel lucky | didn't take his teeth out! the singer shrieked in an attempt to 
defend himself, and Steve curled his fists tight enough for his knuckles to turn white; the tears he'd spotted 


brimming in his boyfriend's blue eyes more than enough to spur him on 


‘Yer out o' the band. Ye better pack yer bludi bags an’ get yer soddin' arse right out o' ‘ere! Now! Do ye 


fuckin’ understand me?! 


Steve wasn't just upset or angry; he was furious, his arm cutting sharply through the air as he spoke, 
pointing towards the doorway when he swirled around to meet the taller man's gaze. Every movement, every 
expression, every gesture conveyed his rage, the fire in his eyes fuelling him as he prepared to fight for Dave. 
Clive and Adrian, even Paul, looked completely taken aback and the singer even took a step backwards when 
approached despite his several inches of height advantage on the seething bassist. Thankful to see Adrian 
stepping in to possibly defend the other guitarist if needed, Steve well and true lost his temper, grabbing the 
edges of the singer's worn leather jacket and shoving him backwards full force. 


‘ts one bludi thing ye talk back ta me, | can ‘andle that. | can ‘andle yer fuckin’ slurs an’ yer attitude an’ yer 
bein’ wasted legless on stage. | can ‘andle yer not showin’ up on time or at all, | can ‘andle yer bein’ a right 
cunt, but yer not gon' insult yer own band mates! Yer not gon’ come ‘ere an’ tell Dave ‘e's a fuckin’ faggot! 
Even if it's true, that's not sumthin’ ‘e could very well fuckin’ decide fer ‘imself! Ye ‘ave no bludi right ta 


shame ‘im fer ‘oo ‘e fuckin’ is! 


‘Why do you even care?! You could give him the boot and we'd all be better off! Every single fuckin’ one of us! 
Paul retorted, voice raised, notably flustered and unsure of what to say - it was likely he'd never heard Steve 


speak as many words to him in one go. ‘He's the bloody faggot, he's the one who's gonna drag us all down with 


him! That's the fuckin’ problem here! 


‘Ye don't know a bludi thing! the bassist roared back, jabbing at the taller man's chest, not a trace of fear in 
his eyes as he glared up at him. ‘Ye ought ta learn ta shut the fuck up regardir: shit that doesn't concern ye, 
ye doss cunt! 


‘Well, | know what | fuckin’ saw! | saw that little fuckin’ queer slut suckin’ cock in the back alley just the other 
night! | saw him and he fuckin' fancied it, swallowed every fuckin’ drop of cum! That's what he's up to, and 

you're whinin' at me for my bloody drinking, but he's ten times worse! What the fuck does it matter if | have 
a beer or two, or pop a pill?! That's expected! That's metall Fuckin’ fairies ain't metall Suckin’ cock ain't metal 


the singer yelled right back, taking his turn to shove the bassist this time. 


Only, Paul didn't get another word out before Steve's fist connected with his face dead on, striking him right in 
the nose with such force it made the man stagger backwards, blood gushing from the left nostril. The 
bassist's eyes were cold as ice, his face red as he worked himself up, feeling humiliated but not as much for 


himself as for Dave, now that he was aware of how the words affected the younger man. 


Steve's curled fists were shaking at his sides, standing tall and ready in case Paul might launch right back at 

him. But instead, the man seemed to be busy pressing his t-shirt to his nose, dabbing at the blood still flowing. 
In the heat of the moment, it was the tiny, barely audible sniffle that had the fight drain from the bassist. He 
turned around to find the blonde with his eyes downcast, rubbing at his face with his sleeve. He looked almost 


like a little boy on the school yard who'd been kicked in the mud. Like someone had broken his favourite toy, 
and Steve was by his side again instantaneously, hands cupping the slightly taller man's soft chubby cheeks. 


‘Wot's wrong? he asked softly, the harsh tone he'd used against Paul gone, giving way for a soft tender coo. 


‘Yeah, what the hell is wrong with all of you?! came the singer's angry snarl, the bassist looking over his 
shoulder and finding the taller man staring him down, feeling the blonde physically tremble as he wrapped his 
arms around him. ‘Did he fuckin’ transfer his queerness onto you or whatever the fuck is goin’ on?! | told you 


it's fuckin’ contagious!" 


‘No. No ‘e didn't fuckin’ transfer anythin’ onto me. Ye wont ta know wot's wrong? Ye are. Yer wrong! the 
bassist spat right back, pulling this boyfriend closer still and ignoring the odd, confused looks Adrian and Clive 
were exchanging, although still standing behind them. ‘Yer wrong, spewin' bludi bollocks about faggots an’ wot 
not. Ye wont ta know sumthin’? Ye said ye saw Dave suckin’ cock the other night, eh? Do ye wont ta know ‘oo 


'e wos blowin’, eh?! 


An uneasy look came over the singer then, his eyes darting back and forth as if he was suddenly insecure, 


tongue tied. It was clear he hadn't expected such a response, shifting his weight between his feet awkwardly. 
‘Uh... |, well, | suppose.. not that it'd make him any less of a fuckin’ fag... he muttered after a moment. 


Steve took a deep breath, knowing this was the point of no return; there was no turning back. He'd been 
thinking up different scenarios in which him and Dave would come out to the band, because living on the road 
confined within the cramped space of a tour bus, they would have to be aware of what was going on or there 
might be embarrassing incidents occuring. He'd been self conscious, scared, nervous; frightened, even. He'd put 
it off for weeks. He knew Paul would be difficult to persuade, but it was clear by now that there was no way 
to sway him. He'd still be disgusted and defiant, he'd still not understand their love wasn't a sickness. And there 
was a possible new recruit to replace him, so it was time. Either way, he couldn't watch Dave get bullied any 
longer, couldn't listen to the rambling anymore. He made his choice right then and there, made up his mind no 
matter the fact that it might cost him his band mates, his reputation and - in the long run - his band. 


Nothing was worth more than Dave; and Dave's pride. 


‘| - well, we've been meanin’ ta tell ye blokes. Ta make sure nobody found it out by accident, but it looks like 
its too bludi late fer that. Dave is me boyfriend. Ye fuckin’ get it? We're a fuckin’ couple. ‘Im an‘ me. Me an 
‘im. The bloke ye saw ‘im suckin’ off wos me. Are ye ‘appy ta ‘ear that? Now | wont ye ta leave, | wont ye out 
o' me fuckin’ band. I've ‘ad enough o' yer tamperin' an’ tryin’ ta cock Maiden up, an’ yer not touchin' Dave. Do 


ye fuckin understand? Yer not layin’ another bludi ‘and on ‘im or I'll rip yer fuckin’ ‘ead off: 


There was a loud gasp that was unmistakeably Clive, and then silence fell over the rehearsal room, so thick 
one could hear a needle drop. Paul looked baffled at first, turning pale while Steve felt his own cheeks burn red 
hot, even the tips of his ears feeling warm. He wasn't one to reveal private information about himself, sexual 
acts or not, but the situation called for it. Dave's dignity called for it. And he knew he'd done the right thing 
when the guitarist's callused hands clung to his back, fingers holding onto the fabric of his red piké shirt. But 


despite his flushed features, the determined glare the bassist threw in the singer's direction seemed to be 
enough to shut him up for the moment. Adrian and Clive were still on their side, backing them up, maybe 

Adrian not so surprising but Clive was a nice addition, strengthening both Steve's and Dave's confidence. In 
themselves, and their relationship. Even when drunk, Paul would know better than not to try taking on four 


guys at a time. 


‘Could've just said ye were a fuckin’ fag, too.. who the fuck wants to be in a band with a bunch of queers 
anyway... muttered Paul finally, shrugging his shoulders noncommittally and grabbing his duffle bag from the 
corner of the room. ‘lll swing by and pick up the rest another day. Whatever the fuck it matters. Don't fuckin’ 


expect me to stick around with you homos: 


Steve watched in relief as the singer left the room, listening to his steps descending down the hallway and then 
the outside door slamming shut, the sound echoing long after he was gone. Then Steve exhaled heavily, 
smoothing back Dave's soft blonde hair and stepping away just a little so he could take another peek at the 
younger man's swollen cheek. Instead, huge redrimmed blue eyes met his own, bewildered, proud and almost 
shocked. It made the bassist smile fondly, his eyes crinkling at the corners and a sliver of teeth hinting. The 
peck the blonde pressed to his lips without hesitation was shyly accepted, despite the eyes on them. 


‘Well, shit, | had no fucking clue, said Clive then, scratching his head but he looked more overwhelmed by the 


sudden course of events, with a flustered smile on his face. 


‘| actually sort of guessed it, | suppose. | know Davey too well, chuckled Adrian, nudging the blonde's arm with 


his elbow and offering a somewhat cheeky grin. 


‘Well, | know you know | was seeing somebody, but how the hell did you figure it was Harry? the blonde was 
quick to ask, already reverting back into his usual self now that his oppressor was gone, slipping out of Steve's 
arms and the bassist nearly pouted at the loss. 


‘Wasn't too hard, you're always with him. Any time | ask whether | could stop by for a jam session, you just 
tell me he's already there and make up some excuse why | can't join; the guitarist stated matter of factly, 
before turning towards the bassist. ‘ls rehearsal cancelled? Because | sort of still want to practice. Perhaps we 


can do Phantom?! 


Still smiling as he went back to his instrument, putting the strap over his head, Adrian began strumming again. 
The little bashful laugh Dave let out made Steve's heart melt in the process, even though Adrian's words had 
him blush deeply. It was a relief, a sort of freedom, to know Adrian and Clive were both okay with them being 
an item. Despite them both being men. All the tension he'd been stuck with, all the worries were gone. At least 
this was a step in the right direction, and given the rumours the bassist had heard about the intended 


replacement for Paul, he was more than certain the man would accept them as well. 


‘Well, as long as you two are happy, | don't give a fuck. Love is love, just you look after the sunray goldilocks 
over here, Harry,' Clive remarked, ruffling Dave's golden hair before pointing at the brunette with one of his 


drumsticks, winking. 


‘Course..' Steve muttered timidly, eyes downcast once more before he cleared his throat, deciding Adrian's idea 
was a good one. ‘Alright, practice it is. But, uh, about Paul. Or rather, ‘is replacement. Ye know the blokes on 
the other side o the wall, eh? Samson. Been eyein’ their singer pretty closely, I'm confident 'e might fit well in 
with wot we're tryin’ ta achieve.. 


| Love You 
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Steve sighed softly as he leant back on the worn couch of the tour bus lounge area. Everyone seemed to be 
out having fun for the evening. Nicko had decided to take the band bowling, and the bassist would have been in 
for the ride, had he not ended up stuck with paperwork proceeding promotion of the next big tour. The new 
album was ready for release, the party was just a few days away, and the new singer Bruce Dickinson had 


already proved himself to be worth more than they had ever expected. 


That said, being so busy took a lot of time away from himself and Dave. They hadn't really managed to hang 
out much as a couple, just the two of them, for weeks. Sure, they'd managed to sneak off but nothing grand. 
A quick handy in the restroom might satisfy their libidos, but not their physical need for one another to just 
be together. Feeling his face burn, Steve realized it was the snuggling and the cuddles he was missing out on 


that bothered him the most. Who would have thought? 


Huffing in frustration, Steve groaned as he dropped his forehead against the wooden surface of the dining table 
in front of him. He couldn't focus, he didn't have the motivation to write down another fifty thousand 
signatures and agreements. He had thought this would be on Rod's table, and not dumped entirely on his 
shoulders. He wanted to go bowling, too. He wanted to wipe the cocky smirk right off of Bruce's face when he 
swore he could win a game against him. But more than anything, he wanted to be where Dave was. He wanted 
to sit next to him at the same booth, watching the others play as they shared a pizza, shared a beer. He 
wanted to feel the blonde's hand on his thigh underneath the table, to look into those mischievous blue eyes. 
He wanted to talk about everything and nothing, in a way he had never ever dared to open up to anybody 
before. He'd always been timid, but with Dave, he suddenly found his words. 


Putting his pen down, he bassist got up to go raid the fridge. He needed something to drink, anything to keep 
him awake at this moment, and something to eat to satosfy his grumbling stomach. The wall clock told him it 
was already past midnight, and he was too lazy to go flip the switch at the other end of the bus, so instead 
the brunette fumbled his way through the darkness - as the dim floor lamp he'd been writing under wouldn't 


cast much light - until he reached the kitchen corner. 


A miniscule gas stove and an even smaller fridge, so the man crouched to the floor to extract himself a beer 
and a couple of slices of cold pizza left over from a few nights ago. At least it was something, although he 
could have been having fresh food by now. Another frustrated grunt left his lips as he padded back to his 
corner on the couch, head hung low. He dropped down and popped the top off the bottle, taking a huge chug of 
the cold drink and shuddering as it burnt his throat on the way down 


‘You don't look all that cheerful, eh?! 


Steve's head flew up at the sound of the familiar voice, eyes going wide in surprise. Leaning against the wall 
just by the paperthin screendoor was Dave; his flushed cheeks almost glowing in the dark and his tousled 
blonde waves of hair falling softly over his shoulders. He looked amused, arms folded across his chest as he 


regarded the other man. 


‘Bludi ‘ell, ye startled me.! Weren't ye s'posed ta be out with Nick an' the boys? Didn't ‘ear ye come,’ said the 
bassist, setting his beer bottle aside as he got up to approach the blonde. 


‘| was, but they were going to go bar hopping once the bowling joint shut down. We all know what that means, 
eh? Didn't fancy watching them pick out pretty birds and getting laid when I'd be sitting there all alone, doing 
fuck knows what. Besides, I'd rather be with you, the guitarst said sweetly as he met Steve halfway across 


the room, his hand immediately cupping the other man's jaw as they shared a short, chaste kiss on the lips. 


‘Means a load, thanks. Ye could always, ye know, ‘elp me out. Its drivin’ me bludi mental, sittin’ ‘ere writin’ down 
all this bollocks. | don't see wot the ‘ell its any good fer, or well, | s'pose | know, ye know? But it doesn't make 
it any more entertainin’; the older man scoffed, throwing a quick glare in the paperwork's direction and 


throwing his arm out to empathize the fact. 


‘| would, you know, said the blonde, pressing his lips to the other man's cheekbone, nose buried in the soft wild 
curls falling over the brunette's temple. ‘It's just that | wouldn't know what half of the stuff is. Id imagine you 
don't, either. Why don't you take a little break? Just for the night. Finish up tomorrow. Spend some time with 


me.’ 


Steve was about to protest. He'd always been an over achiever, a perfectionist and a workaholic. Work was 
important, that's how he'd gotten here in the first place. That's why Maiden was beginning to take off, to go 
somewhere. He'd put his heart and soul into the band, and now they were scheduled to tour out of country. 
They weren't just confined to Britain anymore, and sure they'd been touring places like Japan before, but this 
was bigger. All thanks to him, and his planning. Though at the moment, he might allow himself to be swayed. 


It was only Tuesday, deadline was on Thursday. He had a full day to work on it tomorrow, a day in which he 
might not have a chance to be with Dave if he ditched the offer to relax right now. He felt torn between duty 
and his own heart, but when Dave's warm body pressed against his own; the man peppering his cheek and 


jawline with butterfly kisses, he found himself caving in 


‘Alright. but just fer tonight. Yer bludi good at this, ye know, so fuckin’ persuasive. the bassist murmured as 
he turned his head towards the blonde, their lips meeting. 


Eyes sliding shut, Steve moaned softly as strong familiar arms came around his waist to pull him close, melting 
into the embrace while his own hands found the sides of the other man's long slim neck. Cupping both cheeks, 
he let their lips glide together in an innocent manner, a tease and a comfort all at once. Shyly, he proceeded to 


nip the plump bottom one, causing the blonde to instinctively part his lips. 


Steve didn't hesitate, now so used to their fluid, fulfilling kisses; slipping his tongue inside to taste the burning 
hot cavern. Still the same flavour of nicotine he could never forget, a tang of alcohol to it, and of course 
Dave's own taste lingering at the very back of his mouth. The gentle hands caressing the brunette's back 
through the fabric of his shirt almost made him purr, but he allowed himself to enjoy, no longer ashamed of 


any additional noises the younger man might draw out of him. 


‘I've missed you,’ the blonde said, their lips still brushing even after the kiss had ended, noses and foreheads 
pressed closely together. ‘| mean, | had fun | suppose, but it would have been much better if you'd came along. 
Sure, I've got Ade, but it's not the same, you know? 


‘Yeah. Steve breathed, his fingers continuously combing through the silky soft golden hair of his boyfriend's, 


the blush already colouring his features intensifying. ‘| missed ye, too.. 


‘What do you want to do? asked the guitarist, his hands stopping to massage the small of the bassist's back 
while dipping his head to press a couple of gentle pecks to the side of Steve's neck. 


‘Actually, |, uh, | sort o' wonted ta just, ye know, watch meself sum tele.. with ye. Ye know..? If ye'd like..?* the 
bassist admitted, hoping he wouldn't disappoint the other man in case he'd been hoping for some more naughty 


action. 


But his heart fluttered wildly when instead of frowning and pouting in disappointment, Dave gave him a 
bewildered look, then a huge bright beam and a light hearted chuckle. 


‘Course we could do that. Never took you for a hopeless romantic, Harry, he grinned, ruffling Steve's hair 
before letting him go and heading for the couch. 


The guitarist gracelessly shoved the paperwork aside, most of it piling up in an unkempt heap. When Steve 
scowled at the manhandling of his handiwork, the blonde offering an innocent sweet eye flutter as an apology 
which had the older man melt. Rolling his eyes, the brunette intead opted to walk over to the small tv set, 
plugging it in and turning it on; adjusting the antenna until they got a sort of clear screen. A rerun of some old 
30s horror flick appeared to be on. The black and white image of Bela Lugosi's Dracula flickered across the 
screen. Steve had seen the movie before, mostly because nothing else was on, so he knew it was near the 
beginning. But it wasn't really the content that was important, the pleasant background buzz of the lousy 
speakers filling the room more of a moodsetter than anything. 


Glad when Dave didn't seem to mind the flick, the bassist dropped down on the couch next to the younger man. 
He swallowed hard, suddenly feeling nervous. They'd been dating for a while, sure, but he'd still find himself 
bashful every now and then when he wanted something that wasn't considered very masculine. His father used 
to tell him as a kid that only girls asked to be cuddled, it wasn't for a man to intiate it. So, with that 
reprimand stuck in his head, he could only rub his clammy palms against his thighs, rolling his thumbs as he 


threw little longing glances in Dave's direction 


Thankfully, his boyfriend wasn't as restrained. As soon as their eyes met, the blonde offered another bright 
white smile and scooted closer. A gentle callused hand encompassed the back of Steve's neck, pulling him in for 
another mind blowing kiss. It had the bassist turning fully towards the younger man, one leg hooked over 
Dave's thighs as his arms came around the man's neck. The blonde's free hand found the small of Steve's back 
again, drawing patterns with his fingertips over the warm smooth skin exposed as the older man's shirt slid up. 
When Dave ran the tip of his tongue over the roof of Steve's mouth, he moaned softly, shuddering and 
shifting closer still 


As they moved against one another, more of the guitarists weight put on the other man, they soon ended up 
haphazardly half lying down as Steve fell back against the arm rest. Breaking the kiss, the blonde picked his 
head up and giggled at Steve's shocked expression, golden eyebrows raised and chubby cheeks flushed. Without 
thinking, the brunette reached up to run his thumb across the younger man's now swollen bottom lip, feeling 


the soft texture against the rough pad. 


‘You're pretty fucking gorgeous like this, you know,’ murmured the blonde, before gently kissing the other 


man's thumb. 


‘So are ye. the bassist replied, although he had to look away, embarrassed as his lashes concealed his dark 
eyes, feeling awkward. 


‘All of you. | could fucking eat you up. Might even do it later, whispered Dave as he dipped his head close to 
the older man's ear, and Steve couldn't fight back the moan when a tiny rip was offered to the lobe. 


Spreading his legs, one wrapping around the back of the younger man's thigh, Steve wriggled into a more 
comfortable position on the narrow couch. The guitarist immediately came down on him, not moving much but 
simply letting one hand cling to the side of Steve's bared waist, rubbing the warm flesh firmly and making the 
skin in that area tingle. At the same time, his mouth spilled a hot trail of wet nips and laps down the side of 
the bassist's jaw until he found the pulse point of the neck. Despite the pleasurable suckling on the junction of 
his neck and shoulder where the blonde's mouth decided to latch on, Steve couldn't help but chuckle. His half 
open hooded eyes were watching the vampire on TV sink his teeth into his fair victim in a very similar manner 
and it amused him. At the same time, the hot breath against his sensitive skin made the hairs at the back of 


Steve's neck rise. 


Sighing in contentment, hands aimlessly roaming his boyfriend's back, Steve allowed himself just to feel. It was 
rare for him, so much so that at first he didn't realize he was speaking. His lips moving, words forming. It 
sounded foreign, it could have been part of the movie. But when the body above him froze, suddenly going 
tense and rigid, reality sunk in. Eyes flying wide open, the bassist reacted similarly, face bright red and heart 


hammering fervently against his ribcage in alarm. 
‘| luv yes 


It hung in the air, heavy and charged with so many different emotions. The words held so much promise, so 


many different interpretations. And yet, it wasn't hard at all to take it any more than one way. Feeling like a 


deer in the headlights, Steve's gaze flickered all over the room as the other man rose up on his elbows to 
peer down at him. Big blue eyes regarded every feature, and the brunette has to shut his own in an attempt 


to avoid the scrutiny. 


Had he said it too early? Was it the wrong moment? He hadn't been thinking, he'd been so pleased with the 
course of events. Was he supposed to hold back? They were both men, did men tell one another they loved 
each other? Did Dave love him back? He knew the blonde liked him, but perhaps love was too strong of an 
emotion? The bassist's head was spinning, he felt almost sick, but when a gentle hand brushed his bangs aside, 


cupped his cheek; he exhaled the breath he hadn't known he'd been holding. 

‘Take it easy, Steve. Look at me, eh? 

Swallowing hard, Steve did as told, fearful dark eyes slowly fluttering open and trying hard to hold the younger 
man's intense gaze without faltering. The blue orbs were big, bright, trusting. The same adoration, the same 
tenderness in them that he was used to. Nothing had changed, there was no condescence, no mocking. 

Say it again, please..** Dave almost pleaded then, and it was his turn to look concerned, almost afraid. 


‘|. why.. asked the brunette, biting his bottom lip cautiously. 


‘Because | need to see your face when you do; whispered Dave right back, his eyes suddenly glossy and the 
desperation in them was near palpable. 


| luv ye: 


No hesitation. The words were out before Steve could think twice, the most natural thing to say. He wasn't 
afraid to, not when the other man was looking at him like that, like he needed to hear it like he needed air to 
breathe. Not when it felt so right, not when the warmth in the big blue orbs locked onto his own brown ones 
seemed to almost radiate and warm his soul inside and out. But more than anything, there was trust. There 


was understanding. There was love. 


‘| love you too, said Dave finally, before their lips met again. 


Deflowered 
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‘Bloody relax, Steve. You're not going to die, you know,’ murmured Dave, pressing a soft chaste kiss to the 


older man's bare collarbone. 


Steve shut his eyes, trying to brace himself and sucking in a deep shaky breath as he felt the blonde's plump 
lips nibble along his upper torso. He'd been anxious for this moment for a long time, ever since they first 
became an official couple and he realized that this was an inevitable part of it. He didn't know what to expect, 
he'd heard tales that it wouldn't exactly be comfortable seeing. 


Now that they were here, naked together on the small brass bed in Steve's freshly rented apartment, they 
had the privacy and the bassist wanted to be brave. He wanted to suck it up and give Dave a good time, and 
his curiousity was getting the upper hand. Still, he trembled when sharp teeth found his left nipple and gently 
bit down on the little nub. 


‘You're going to enjoy it, trust me. I'll make sure, don't think so fucking much. You're running a mile in your 
bloody head again; he guitarist reprimanded, giving Steve a stern look when the older man opened his eyes for 


their gazes to meet. 


Giving a quick, curt nod, the brunette settled back against the mattress, his head on the downy pillow and his 
limbs splayed out. His cock twitched in excitement as tender callused fingertips trailed up the length of inner 
thigh, from the knee cap and all the way up to the loins. The faint scrape of sharp fingernails against the pubic 
bone made Steve mewl softly, his cheeks taking on a rosy pink shade as he blushed. He still wasn't used to 
making much noise, embarrassed and bashful still, but he wouldn't hold back. He knew how it aroused his 


boyfriend. 


Dave on the other hand was busy spilling sloppy wet kisses all over the older man's torso, gently tugging at 
the curly dark chest hair with his lips as he shifted on his way down Steve curled his fists tightly together, 
spreading his legs on cue as the lithe blonde shifted to poise himself between them, his hands rubbing slow 
circles over the inner thigh area of both of the brunette's lean, curved legs. The flesh bore the same golden 
tan shade that contrasted sharply with the milky pale skin where the bassist's miniscule shorts would end. 


Yet, Steve found himself biting his own bottom lip as the blonde's tongue found his navel, the tip of a naughty 


tongue dipping into the tiny button and pivoting itself in and out. It send liquid lust down the older man's spine, 
the wires of desire stabbing his balls and making his cock jump where it rested fat and full and swollen against 
his own stomach. Mere inches from the mouth worshipping his nude body. 


‘Dave..! Steve gasped, one hand coming up out of its own accord when suddenly that sinuous tongue flicked the 


very tip of his dick, making his hips buck upwards. 


‘See? You're fucking eager, aren't you? chuckled the blonde, and Steve's hooded eyes fluttered opened, watching 
through the haze of arousal as the other man licked his lips, smacking them loudly. 


The shyness made the brunette's blush deepen in shade, spreading all the way down to his shoulders but he 
found himself unable to look away from the blue orbs that held his gaze in an iron grip. Instead, he peered 
through his long dark lashes, watching as the younger man softly cupped his heavy sack, rubbing the pad of 
his thumb slowly up and down the seam that separated the orbs. 


Simultaneously, the guitarist trailed the index finger of his free hand up the thick vein straining along the 
underside of Steve's cock until it reached the tip, taking a gentle hold and straightening the member up, visibly 
swirling his tongue around to gather up more saliva inside of his mouth. Then, Dave pulled the foreskin back to 
expose the head, a fat glob of precum oozing from the slit at the tip. With a cheeky grin on his face, the man 
leaned in and dragged the flat of his tongue across the spot, applying faint pressure. 


‘Uhn.: was the only intelligible noise Steve could make, the friction to the overly sensitized spot made him 
shudder, his toes curling. 


The amusement was clear in the younger man's eyes as he repeated the action, and earned a similar reponse. 
Then he pressed his lips to the head, flicking his tongue back and forth across the very tip, Steve transfixed 
by the vision as the sensations made his breath hitch in his throat, his skin tingling and buzzing with need. He 
went back to chewing on his bottom lip when Dave parted his lips further, slipping the head and a good two 
inches into his mouth as he dropped his hand to the base of the shaft, head descending further down the 
length. His mouth was stretching wide to accomodate the good size, impossibly blue irises almost completely 


engulfed by the wideblown pitch lack pupils, golden blonde feathery strands falling into the boy's face. 


One tight, cheek hollowing chuckle, and Steve's eyes rolled back into his head. It didn't matter how many times 
the younger man performed this act on him, it always drove him wild, the heat pooling into his groin and his 
cock throbbing with each tidal pulse of blood that pounded through his veins. Yet, it was only a tease, the 
suckles languid and lazy, but despite being drunk on lust, the brunette's ears perked as soon as the hands left 
him and as expected, he heard the little telltale pop of a plastic cap. He tensed immediately, leg muscles taut 
and tense as they drew up, bending at the knee. He wasn't going to be a coward. Screwing his eyes shut, brow 
furrowed, the bassist swallowed hard when he heard the squirting noise of cool liquid and then squishy noise 
as the taller man smeared it along the length of his two first fingers. 


Steve braced himself, panting and his chest heaving with anticipation and fear alike while he forced himself to 


focus on the pleasure the slow suckles brought, each wave washing over him. And then the very tip of Dave's 


long, slippery slender middle finger trailed across the erogenous spot hidden behind the older man's tight balls, 
and the bassist felt them draw up further as his heart raced. Flick, right across the very mark. Across the 
little dark rose, the untouched pucker. It twitched, and Steve's cheeks burnt once more, not sure if he should 
be embarrassed of the reaction. Another flick, another flutter, and then the finger pressed down firmly. The 
blonde timed the action with another deep suckle before dropping down all the way to the root, swallowing the 


brunette's cock whole in one fell swoop. 


Steve choked on air, back arching and hips jerking - muscles loosening enough for the finger to slip inside of 
him all the way up to the second knuckle. When the bassist sunk down on the mattress, legs quaking at his 
boyfriend's sides, he didn't feel sore per se. It was more of an odd, full sensation. Not painful, but not exactly 
comfortable either. The digit moved halfway back before pushing back inside, going deeper this time and 


pressing down, knowing exactly what it was looking for and finding it soon. 


Stars burst before Steve's eyes, the pleasure crashing over him unlike anything he'd ever experienced, 
matching and surpassing the intensity that the old wet dream he'd once had had foretold of. And it didn’t help 
that Dave kept intently fondling the little button inside from side to side, up and down. In circular motions that 
made the brunette's entire hip area spasm and wiggle from side to side, and when the blonde let the older 
man's cock slip from between his lips, the bassist barely even paid it any attention Sweat was sheening his 
forehead, insides clenching and unclenching, inner walls tightening to attempt to feel more. Precum had begun to 


dribble heavily from the man's cock as well, fat sticky globs. 


‘See? | told you it wouldn't hurt. You'll be alright, love, the guitarist coved, pulling back just a little and the 


smaller man's whimper of protest died down almost immediately when a second finger joined the first. 


This time it stung a little, but when both digits returned to pay attention to that same hidden sweet spot, 
Steve lost his mind. The fingers were alternating, one moving up when the other moves down, bending and 
slowly loosening up the entrance to make the older man ready for penetration None of which the bassist 
remembered to think of as he tossed his head from side to side, hips tolling to meet more of the friction, 


instinctively raising one of his legs. 


A new angle and the brunette moaned softly, feeling as if he just might cum but unable to reach that final 
level, unable to fall over. He hissed however as the digits inside of him spread wide apart to scissor him open, 
baring his teeth when for the first time he got a taste of actual discomfort. Then, the fingers slipped out, 
leaving him feeling empty, body trembling uncontrollably. 


‘Take it easy, don't tense up. You fancied this, eh? You'll bloody love the next part, chuckled the blonde 
breathlessly as Steve's bleary eyes fluttered open 


Their uneven, ragged breathing echoed through the room as the bassist watched the younger man shift and 
settle back on his haunches, his proud hard cock almost having taken on a purple shade. Steve couldn't look 
away, once again mesmerized by the other man, taken by the way the blonde man tore the wrap of the 
condom he'd brought open with his teeth, quick to roll it over his shaft. It was obvious he'd done it before, the 


brunette almost ashamed of the fact that he knew he would have been fumbling and lost in Dave's place. 


And eventually, the day would come when he'd attempt it, hoping he wouldn't end up making a fool out of 
himself. But he had little time to think when the guitarist squeezed more of the colourless lube into his palm, 
smearing it along his full length, more for Steve's sake than his own Then he waddled on his knees closer to 
the older man, leaning over him, firm hands on Steve's thigh urging him to raise his legs as far up as they 


would go. 
‘tll be easier this way. You trust me, right? asked the blonde, his eyes suddenly strangely insecure. 
‘Y-yeah... the bassist replied almost immediately, stuttering but certain 


Dave sucking his bottom lip and reached up to smooth a couple of damp dark curls out of the older man's 
face, the scrutinizing gaze almost making Steve want to hide, but at the same time he basked in the manner in 
which Dave seemed to revere him. The blonde dipped his head to place a small, chaste peck on his boyfriend's 
lips and the bassist was quick to respond, kissing back and keeping the contact even as Dave shifted, even as 
he felt the round head of the taller man's stiff cock line up with his little rose. Steve's shaking hands fumbled 
for Dave's back body, one tangling in silky soft blonde hair, the other pressed to the other man's spine to 
anchor himself. And then, he was split open. 


Taken aback, Steve almost bit the blonde's bottom lip in surprise. The penetration burnt, and for each inch that 
entered him, the discomfort grew. When Dave's hips finally brushed against the bassist's crack, Steve exhaled 
the shuddering breath he hadn't known he'd been holding, his eyes prickling with tears. He was stretched to the 
max it seemed, and it stung, trying to get enough air and gentle fingers brushed through his long dark mane. 
Butterfly kisses rained over the side of his face, and then finally the dull ache faded, gave way to a strange 
fullness. 


‘A-are you alright..2' 


Steve nodded weakly as the words were whispered into his ear, the tip of the blonde's nose nudging his hair 
aside. Then he shifted, and the brunette grunted as almost the full length slid out until only the fat head 
remained inside. Thrust. Deep, not hard but definitely with power put into it. The guitarist shifted just a tad, 
adjusting the angle and when he slid back inside, the older man gasped. That spot again, stimulated as before 
but this time it was harder, more direct, the size of Dave's cock making the sensation ten times stronger. 
Another thrust, and Steve rolled his hips to meet the friction, hooking his leg over the small of the blonde's 


back and pressing down, his mind floating to another plane. 


He forgot to be anxious, forgot to worry, all that mattered was the way it felt. And not only the pleasure, the 
mindblowing overwhelming fire burning inside, but the connection. Dave was his first everything. His first kiss, 


his first relationship, his first love. The first to take him, to claim him, to own him. 


Their movements became more and more frantic, the bassist craning his neck as he blindly sought for his 
lover's lips, catching them almost immediately. Each grunt passing from one man to the other as the pace 


picked up, bed springs creaking and headboard clattering against the wall. Dave's hand found Steve's cock, 


tugging it frantically to match the pace. One pump. Two. Three. 


Steve fell, his inner muscles spasming, his balls pulling up, his cock swelling and jumping twice before his ropes 
of seed shot from the tip, spilling in thick ropes across his stomach as he came undone, the guitarist still 
stabbing madly into him as he lost his mind, falling through space and time. He was vaguely aware of being of 
tne blonde shouting his name, and purred in satisfaction before he sank down, boneless and limp in the 


aftermath. 

‘You alright, Steve..?' 

Dark dazed eyes slowly fluttered open, and Steve blinked them harshly to make his vision clear and focus. He 
was met by a pair of bright, calm blue orbs and a soft toothy grin Grunting, the bassist attempted to shift 
only to wince when he felt sore, a twinge shooting through him. Pouting, he sank down again, a crimson flush 
flooding his face. He felt tired and spent, but sated. Fulfilled. Calm, serene, relaxed. A long finger twirled his 
curls and he yawned, trying to stretch without straining muscles he wasn't even aware he had. 


‘Yeah..! 


‘Almost thought | killed you there for a bit. You dozed right off, been sleeping for a good fifteen minutes. 
Didn't mind when | got up to piss either, Dave laughed, tickling Steve's side while he wriggled his eyebrows. 


‘Sod off. the brunette mumbled and rolled his eyes, head turning to the side but a small fond smile on his lips. 
‘| just did, you know: 

Steve's head snapped back in the matter of seconds, staring wide eyes at his lover before he realized what 
the blonde meant. With an indignant groan, he raised his hands to cover his face as the younger man laughed 
heartily, moving closer and sinking down on top of the smaller man to wrap his arms tightly around his lithe 
frame, nuzzling his chubby cheek against the bassist's shoulder. 


‘Bruce is right, you are a bit of a tightarse. And you have a tight arse, too! 


‘Just shut up, Davey, ugh. the brunette muttered, looking more and more like a stop light sign for each 
second that passed, uncovering his face, his bottom lip stuck out in a childish pout. 


‘Fine, fine. Blimey! 


A soft kiss, and then another one as the guitarist made his way up the side of his lover's neck, Steve moaning 


softly while the other man offered little love bites to the tender patch of skin behind his ear. 


‘| love you, you know,’ said Dave, suddenly strangely sombre and serious. 


Turning his head to face the younger man, Steve pressed their lips together for a quick peck. 


| luv ye too: 


